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OW let the atheiſt tremble; thou alone 
Canſt bid his conſcious heart the Godhead 
own. 
Whom ſhalt thou not reform ? O thou haſt ſeen, 
How Gop deſcends to judge the ſouls of men! 
Thou heardſt the ſentence, how the guilty mourn, 
Driv'n out from God, and never to return? 

Vet more, behold ten thouſand thunders fall, 
Ard ſudden vengeance wrap the fliming ball: 
When nature ſunk, when every bolt was hurl'd, 
Thou ſawſt the boundleſs ruins of the world. 

When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain, 

And ſulphur fell on the devoted plain; 

The patriarch thus, the fiery tempelt paſt, 
With pious horror view d the deſart walite; 
The reitleſs ſmoke ſtill wav'd its curls around, 
For ever riſing irom the glowing ground. 

But tell me, oh! what heav'nly pleaſure tell, 
To think ſo greatly, and delcrive fo well! 

How waſt thou pleas d tre wond'rous theme to try, 
And find the thought of man could riſe ſo high? 
Beyond this wo:i's the labour to purſue, 


And open all ETERNITY to view? 
Af 
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But thou art beſt delighted to rehearſe 
Heaven's holy dictates in exalted verſe: 

O thou haſt pow'r the harden'd heart to warm, 
To prieve, to raiſe, to terrify, to charm ! 

To fix the foul on Gon ; to teach the mind 

To know the dignity of human-kind ; 

By ſtricter rules well-gorern'd life to ſcan, 

Aud jraQtiſe o'er tlie angel in the man. 
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E RE, ſacred truths, in lofty numbers told, 
The proſpect of a future ſtate unfold : 
The realms of night to mortal view diſplay, 
And the glad regions of eternal day. 
This daring author ſcorns, by vulgar ways 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthleſs praile. 
Full of her glorious theme, his tow'ring muſe, 
With gen'rous zeal a nobler flame purſues: 
Religion's cauſe her raviſh'd heart inſpires, 
And with a thouſand bright ideas fires ; 
Tranſports her quick, impatient, piercing eye, 
Oer the ſtrait limits of mortality, 
To boundiels orbs, and bids her fearleſs ſoar 
Where only MIL To gain'd renown before; 
Where various ſcenes altcrnately excite 
Amazement, pity, terror, and delight. 
Thus did the muſes ſing in early tunes, 
Ere ſkill'd to flatter vice, and varniſh crimes : 
Their lyres were tuned to virtuous ſongs alone, 
And the chaſte poet, and the prieſt, were one. 
But now, torgetful of their intant ſtate, 
* ſoothe the wanton pleaſures of the great: 
And from the preſs, and the licentious ſtage, 
With luſcious poiſon taint the thoughtlels age; 
Deceitful charms attract our woud'tivg eyes, 
And ſpecious ruin unſuſpected ly es. 
So the rich ſoil of India's blooming ſhores, 
Adorn'd with laviſh nature's cLoiceſt ſtores, 
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Where ſerpents lurk, by flow'rsconceal'd from ſight, 
Hides fatal danger under gay delight. 

Theſe purer thoughts, from groſs alloys refin'd, 
With heav'nly raptures elevate the mind: 
Not tram'd to raiſe a giddy ſhort-liv'd joy, 
Whole falſe allurements, while they pleaſe, deſtroy 3 
But bliſs reſembling that of ſaints above, | 
Sprung trom the vifion of th' Almighty love: 
Firm, ſolid bliſs, for ever great and new, 
The more tis known, the more admir'd, like you; 
Like you, fair nymph, in whom united meet 
Eudeariug ſw eetneſs, unaffected wit, 
And all the glories of your ſparkling race, 
While inward virtues heighten ev'ry grace. 
By tiieſe ſecur'd, you will with pleaſure read 
Ot tuture judgment, and the riſing dead; 
« Of time's grand period, heav'n and earth o'er- 

thrown ; 

& And pgaiping nature's laſt tremendous groan.” 
Theſe, when the ſtars and fun ſhall be no more, 
Shall beauty to your ravag'd-form reſtore: 
Then ſhall you ſhine with an immortal ray, 
Improv'd by death, and brighten'd by decay. 
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ND muſt it be as thou haſt ſung, 
Celeſtial bard, ſeraphic Younc ? 
Will there no trace, no point be found 
Of all this ſpacious glorious round: 

Yon lamps of night, muſt they decay ? 
On nature's ſelf deſtruction prey? 

Then fame, the moſt immortal thing 
Ev'n thou can'ſt hope, is on the wing. 
Shall Newton's ſyſtem be admir'd, 
When time and motionare expir'd? 
Shall ſouls be curious to explore 

Who rul'd an orb that is no more? 

Or ſhall they quote the pictur'd age, 
From Pope's and thy corrective page, 
When vice and virtue loſe their name 
In deathleſsjoy, or endleſs ſhame ? 
While wears away the grand machine, 
The works of genius ſhall be ſeen ? 
Beyond, what laurels can there be, 

For Homer, Horace, Pope, or thee ? 
Thro! life we chaſe, with fond purſuit, 
What mocks our hope, like Sodor's fruit: 
And ſure, thy plan was well delign'd, 
To cure this madneſs of the mind: 
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Firſt, beyond time, our thoughts to raiſe z 
Then laſh our love of tranſient praiſe. 

In both, we own thy doctrine juſt ; 

And fame's a breath, and men are duſt, 
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Ipſe Pater, media nimborum in nocte coruſca 
Fulmina molitur dextra ; quo maxima motu 
Terra tremit, ſugere ferac, et mortalia corda 
Per gentes humilis ſtravit pavor. ViRG, 


We ILE others {ing the fortune of the great; 
Empire, and arms, aud all the pomp of ſtate; 
With Britain's hero “ ſet their fouls on fire, 

And grow immortal as his deeds inſpire ; 

I draw a deeper ſcene : a ſcene that yields 

A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields ; 

The world alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o'er- 

. thrown, 

And gaſping nature's laſt tremendous groan; 

Death's antient ſceptre broke, the teeming tomb, 
The rigkteous judge, and man's eternal doom. 
_**Twixt joy and pain I view the bold deſign, 
And aſk my anxious heart, if it be mine. p 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done, 

Within the ſight of conſcious ſtars or ſun, 
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Is far beneath my daring: I look down 
On all the ſplendors of the Britiſh crown. 
This giobe is for my verſe a narrow bound; 
Attend me, all ye glorious worlds around ! 
Oh! all ye angels, howloc'er disjoin d, 

Of ev'ry various order, place, and kind, 
Hear and aſſiſt a feeble mortal's lays, 

Tis your eternal king | ſtrive to praiſe. 

But chiefly thou, great Ruler! Lord of all! 
Before whoſe throne archangels proſtrate fall; 
If at thy nod, from diſcord and from night 
Sprang beauty, and yon ſparkling worlds of light, 
Exalt even me; all inward tumults quell ; 
The clouds and darkneſs of my mind diſpel ; 
To my great ſubject thou my breaſt inſpire, 
And raiſe my labouring foul with equal fire. 

- Man, bear thy brow aloft ; view ev'ry grace 
In Gop's great offspring, beauteous nature's face: 
See ſpring's gay bloom; ſee golden autumn's ſtore; 
See how earth (miles, and hear old ocean rore. 
Leviathans but heave their cumb'rous mail, 

It makes a tide, and wind bound navies fail. 

Here, foreſts riſe, the mountains awful pride; 
Here, rivers meaſure climes, and worlds divide: 
There, vallies fraught with gold's reſplendent ſeeds, 
Hold kinfs, and kingdoms fortunes in their beds: 
There, to the ſkies aſpiring bills aſcend, 

And into diſtant lands their ſhades extend. 

View cities, armies, flcets ; of fleets the pride, 

See Europe's law, in Albion's channel ride. 

View the whole earth's vaſt landſcape unconfin'd, - 
Or view io Britain all her glories join'd. 
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Then let the firmament thy wonder raiſe; 
*Twill raiſe thy wonder, but tranſcend thy praiſe, 
How far from eaſt to weſt? the labouring eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds deſcry : 
Wide theatre! where tempeſts play at large, 


And Gop's right-hand can all its wrath diſcharge. 


Mark hew thoſe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Call forth the ſeaſons, and the year controul : 
They ſhine thro time, with an unalter'd ray: 
See this grand period riſe, and that decay : 

So vaſt, this world's a grain; yet myriads grace 
With golden pomp the throng'd ethereal ſpace ; 
So bright, with ſuch a wealth of glory ſtor'd, 

*T were ſin in heathens not to have ador'd. 

How great, how firm, how ſacred all appears! 

How worthy an immortal round of years! 

Yet all muſt drop, as autumn's ſicklieſt grain, 
And earth and firmament be ſought in vain : 
The tract forgot where conſtellations ſhone, 

Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne: 
Time ſhall be ſlain, all nature be deſtroy d, 

Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 

Sooner, or later, in ſome future date, 

(A dreadful fecret in:the book of fate!) 

This heur, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 
Or when ten thouſand harveſts more have roſe; 
When ſcenes are chang'd on this revolving earth, 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth: 
While other Bourbon: rule in other lands, 
And (if man's fin forbids not) other Annes: 
While the ſtill buſy world is treading o'er 
"The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 
Vor. 1. B 
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Thoughtleks as thoſe who now life's mazes run, 
Of earth diſſolv'd, or an extivguifh'd ſun. 

(Ye ſublunary worlds, awake, awake! 

Ye rulers of the nations, hear and ſhake!) 
Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſe on day, 
In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay ; 
Impetuous winds the ſcatter'd foreſts rend, 
Eternal mountains like their cedars bend ; 
The vallcys yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his wonted ſhore; 
A ſanguine ſtain the ſilver moon o'erſpread, 
Darkneſs the circle of the ſun invade ; 

From inmoſt heaven inceſſant thunders roll, 
And the ſtrong echo bound from pole to pole. 

When lo! a mighty trump, one half conceal's 
In clouds, one balf to mortal eye reveal'd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note: the piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball; 

Th' extended circuit of creation ſhake, 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh powerful blaſt! to which no equal ſound 
Did e' er the frighted-ear of nature wound, 
Tho rival.clarions have been ftrain'd on high, 
And kindled wars immortal thro' the ſky, 

Tho' Gop's whole enginery diſcharg'd, and all 
The rebel angels bellow:d in their fall. 

Have angels finn'd ? and ſhall not man beware? 
How ſhall a ſon of earth decline the ſoare ? 
Not folded arms, and ſlackneſs of the mind, 
Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind. 
None are ſupinely good: thro' care and pain, 
And various arts, <.c ſteep aſcent we gain. 
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This is the ſcene of combat, not of reſt, 
Man's is laborious happineſs at beſt ; 
On this fide death his dangers never ceaſe, 
His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 

If then, obſequious to the will of fate, 
And bending to the terms of human ſtate, 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
When beauty ſmiles, or grandeur fpreads her charms, 
The conſcious foul would this great ſcene diſplay, 
Call down th” immortal hoſts in dread array, 
The trumpet ſound, the Chriſtian banner ſpread; 
And raiſe from ſilent graves the trembling dead; 
Such deep impreſſion would the picture make, 
No pow'r on earth her firm reſolve could ſhake ; 
Engag' d with angels, ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
And look regardleſs down on fea and land: 
Not profer'd worlds her ardor could reſtrain, 
And death might ſhake his threat*ning lance in vain ; 
Her certain conqueſt would endear the fight, 
And danger ſerve but to ſupply delight. 

Inſtructed thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring, 
Whence flow the terrors of that Dar I ling ; 
More boldly we our labours may purſue, 


And all the dreadful image ſet to view. 


The ſparkling eye, the ſleek and painted breaſt, 
The burniſh'd ſcale, curl'd train, and ritng creſt, 
All that is lovely in the noxious ſnake, 
Provokes our fear, and bids us fly the brake: 
The ftiag once drawn, his guiltlels beauties riſe 
In pleaſing luſtre, and detain our eyes; 

We view with joy, what ence did horror move, 
And ftrong averſion ſoftens into love. 
B 2 
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Say then, my muſe, whom diſmal ſcenes delight, 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night ; 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare 
The laſt extremes of terror and deſpair, 

Oh fay, what change on earth, what heart in man, 
This blackeſt moment ſince the world began! 

Ah mournful turn! the bliſsful earth, who late 
At leifure on her axle roll'd in ſtate; 

While thouſand golden planets knew no reſt, 
Still onward in their circling journey preſt; * 
A grateful change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, 
And ſweet vĩciſſitude of fall and fpring : 

Some through vaſt oceans to conduct the keel, 
And ſome thoſe wat'ry worlds to fink, or ſwell ; 
Around her ſome their ſplendors to diſplay, 
And gild her globe with tributary day: 

This world fo great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heaven's darling child, and fav'rite of her Gop, 
Now looks an exile from her father's care, 
Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and deſpair. 

No ſun in radiant glory ſhines on bigh ; 

No light, but from the terrors of the ſky : 
Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loſt, 
And all into a ſecond chaos toſt : 

Qne univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad; 

Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of Gop. 

Such, earth, thy fate: what then canſt thou afford 
To comfort, and ſupport thy guilty lord ? 

Man, havghty lord of all beneath the moon, 
How muſt be bend bis ſoul's ambition, down 2 
Proftrate tbe reptile own, and diſavow 

His boafted ftature, and aſſuming brow !? 
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Claim kindred with the clay, and cui ſe his form, 
That ſpeaks diſtinction from his ſiſter worm ? | 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ? 
LoxD,why doſt thou forſake, whom thou haſt made? 
Who can ſuſtain thy anger? who can ſtand 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand? 
It flies the reach of thought; oh ſave me, Pow'r 
Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 
Thou, who beneath the frown of fate haſt (tood, 
And in thy dreadful agony ſweat blood; 
Thou, who for me thru every throbbing vein 
Haſt felt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain; 
Whom death led captive thro' the realms below, 
And taught thoſe horrid myſteries of woe, 
Detend me O my Gor! Oh ſave me, Pow'r 
Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 

From eaſt to weit they fly, from pole to line, 
Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming ſeas to ſweep, 
Of rocks to yawn compaſſionately deep: 
Seas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 
And rocks but priſon up for wrath to come. 

So fares a traitor to an earthly crown: 
While death fits threat'ning in his prince's frown, 
His heart's diſmay'd ; and now his fears command 
To change his native for a diſtant land: 
Swift orders fly, the king's levere decree 
Stands in the channel, aud locks up the ſea ; 
The port he ſeeks, obedient to her lord, 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 

But by this idle toil to paint that Day? 
This time elaborately thrown away ? 

B 3 
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Words all in vain pant after the diſtreſs; 
The beight of eloquence would make it leſs : 
Heav'ns! how the good man trembles 

And is there a LAST DAY ? and muſt there come 
A ſure, a fix'd, inexorable doom? 
Ambition ſwell, and, thy proud fails to ſhow, 
Take all the winds that vanity can blow: 
Wealth, on a golden mountain blazing ſtand, 
And reach an India forth in either hand; 
Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting vine: 
And thou, more dreaded foe, bright beauty, ſhino; 
Shine all; in all your charms together riſe ; 
That all, in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, 
While 1 mount upward oa a ſtrong deſire, 
Borne, like Flijab, in a car of fire 

In hopes of glory to be quite involv'd! 
To ſmile at death! to long to be diſſolv'd! 
From our decays a pleaſure to receive! 
And kindle into tranſport at a grave! 
What equals this? and ſhall the victor now 
Boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Religion! oh thou cherub, beav'nly bright? 
Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomleſs delight! 
Thou, thou art all; nor find I in the whole 
Creation aught, but Gop and my own ſoul. 

For ever then, my ſoul, thy Gop adore, 
Nor let the brute creation praiſe him more. 
Shall things inanimate my conduct blame, 
And fluſh my conſcious cheek with ſpreading ſhame > 
Trey all for him purlue, or quit their end; 
The mounting flames their burning pow'r ſuſpend ; 
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In ſolid heaps-th' unfrozen billows ſtand, 

To reſt and ſilence aw'd by his command: 

Nay, the dire monſters that infeſt the flood, 

By nature dreadful, and a thirſt for blood, 

His will can calm, their ſavage te npers bind, 

And turn to mild protectors of mankind. 

Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 

In the deep chambers of the gloomy main; 

When darknels round him all her horrors ſpread, 

And the loud ocean bellow'd o'er his head ? 
When now the thunder roars, the light'oiag flies, 

And all the warring winds tumultuous riſe ; 

When now the foaming ſurges toſt on high, 

Diſcloſe the fands beneath, and touch the ſky ;. 

When death.draws near, the mariners aghaſt 

Look back with terror on their actions paſt; 

Their courage fickens into deep dilmay, 

Their hearts thro' fear and anguiih melt away; 

Nor tears, nor pray'rs, the te mpeſt can appeale ; 

Now they devote their treaſure to the ſeas ; 

Un load their ſhatter'd barque, tho' ricbly traught, 

And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 

With gems and gold; but oh, the ſtorm fo high! 

Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 
The trembling prophet then, themſelves to ſave, 

They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 

Down he deſcends, and booming o'er his head 

The billows cloſe ; he's number'd with the dead. 

(Hear, O ye juſt! attend ye virtuous few ! Ws 

And the bright paths of piety purlue.) | 

Lo ! the great Ruler of the world from bigh 

Looks ſiniling down with a propitious eye, 
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Covers his.ſervant with his gracious hand, 
And bids tempeſtuous nature ſilent ſtand ; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place, 
Or kindly fold him in a foft embrace: 
He bridles in the.monſters of the deep, 
The bridled monſters awful diftance keep ; 
Forget their hunger, while they view their prey; 
And puiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 
But ſtill ariſe new wonders; nature's Lord 
Sends forth into the deep his powerful word, 
And calls the great Leviathan : the great 
Leviathan attends in all his ſtate ; 
Exults for joy, and with a mighty bound 
Makes the ſea ſhake, and heaven and earth reſuund; 
Blackens the waters with the riſing ſand, 
And drives vaſt billows to the diſtant land. 
As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon'd air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 
The whale expands his jaws enormous ſize: 
The prophet views the cavern with ſurprize; 
Meaſures his monſtrous teeth afar deſcry'd, 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes from fide to fide: 
Then takes poſſeſſion of this ſpacious ſeat, 
And fails ſecure within the dank retreat. 
Now is he pleas'd the northern blaſt to hear, 
And hangs on liquid mountains void of fear; 
Or falls immeris d into the deeps below, 
Where the dead ſilent waters never flow; 
To the foundations of the hills convey d, 
Dwells in the ſhelving mountains dreadful ſhade : 
Where plummet never reach'd, he draws his breath, 
And plides ſerenely thro the paths of death. 
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Two wondrous days and nights throꝰ coral groves, 
Thro' labyrinths of rocks and ſands be roves: 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays, 
le ſees the king of waters riſe, and pour 
His ſacred gueſt uninjured on the ſhore : 

A type of that great bleſſing which the muſe 
In her next labour ardently purſues. 
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i. e. 
—We hope that the departed will riſe again from 
the duſt : 
After which, like the gods, they will be immortal. 


OW man awakes, and from his ſilent bed, 
Where he has ſlept for ages, lifts his head; 

Shakes off the ſlumber of ten thouſand years, 

And on the borders of new worlds appears. 

Whate'er the bold, the raſh adventure coſt, 

In wide Eteraity I dare be loſt. 

The muſe is wont in narrow bounds to ſing, 

To teach the ſwain, or celebrate the king ;. 
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' I graſp the whole, no more to parts confin'd; 

| I lift my voice, and fing to human kind: 

| I fing to men and angels; angels join, 

While ſuch the theme, their ſacred ſongs with mine. 
Again the trumpet's intermitted ſound 

Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 
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An univerſal concourſe to prepare 

Of all that ever breath'd the vital air ; 

In ſome wide field, which active whirlwinds ſweep, 
Drive cities, foreſts, mountains to the deep, 

To ſmoothe and lengthen out th' unbounded ſpace, 
And ſpread an area for all human race. 

Now monuments prove faithful to their truſt, 
And render back their long committed duſt. 
Now charnels rattle ; ſcattered limbs, and all 
The various bones, obſequious to the call, 
Self-mov'd advance; the neck perhaps to meet 
The diſtant bead, the diſtant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to view, ſee through the duſky fky 
Fragments of bodies in confuſion fly, 

To diſtant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deſerted members, and complete the frame. 
When the world bow'd to Kome's almighty ſword, 


Rome bow'd to Pompey, and confels'd her lord, : 
Yet one day loſt, this deity below 


Became the ſcorn and pity of his foe. 

His blood a traitor's ſacrifice was made, 

And ſmoak'd indignant on a ruffian's blade, 

No trumpet's ſound, no g. ſping army's yell, 

Bid with due horror his great ſoul fare wel. 
Obſcure his fall ! all welt'ring in his gore, 

His trunk was caſt to periſh on the ſhore ! 
While Julius frown'd the bloody monſter dead, 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This ſever'd head and trunk ſhall join once more, 
Tho' realms now riſe between, and oceans roar. 


The trumpet's ſound each ragrant mote ſhall hear ; 
Or find. in earth, or if a-float in air, 
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Obey the ſignal wafted in the wind, 
And not one ſleeping atom lag behind. 

So ſwarming bees, that on a ſummer's day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 

Charm'd with the brazen ſound, their wand'ringsends 
And gently circling on a bough deſcend. 

The body thus renew'd, the conſcious ſoul, 
Which has perhaps been flutt'ring near the pole, 
Or *midſt the burning planets wond'ring ſtray d, 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpſe was laid; 
Or rather coaſted on her final ſtate, 

And fear'd, or wiſh'd for her appointed fate: 
This foul returning with a conſtant flame, 
Now weds for ever her immortal frame. 

Life, which ran down before, ſo high is wound, 
The ſprings maintain an everlaſting round. 

Thus a frail model of the work deſign'd 

Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, 

Before the ſtructure firm with laſting oak, 

And marble bowels of the ſolid rock, 

Turns the ſtrong arch, and bids the columns riſe, 
And bear the lofty palace to the flies; 

The wrongs of time enabied to ſurpaſs, 

With bars of adamant, and ribs of braſs. 

That antient, ſacred, and illuſtrious * dome, 
Where ſoon or late fair Albion's heroes come, 
From camps, and courts, tho great, or wiſe, or juſt, 
To feed the worm, and moulder into duſt ; 
That ſolemn manſion of the royal dead, 


Wbere paſling ſlaves o'er ſleeping monarchs tread, 


* Weſtminſier- Abley. - 
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Now populous o'erflows : a numerous race 
Of riſing kings fills all th* extended ſpace: 
A life well ſpent, not the victorious ſword, 
Awards the crown, and ſtiles the greater lord. 
Nor monuments alone, and burial- earth, 
Labours with man to this his ſecond birth; 
But where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, 
And gilded theatres invade the ſkies, 
Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unreſpeted bones 
Support the pride of their luxurious ſons, 
The moſt magnificent and coſtly dome, 
Is but an upper chamber to « tomb. 
No ſpot on earth, but has ſupply'd a grave, 
And human ſkulls the ſpacious ocean pave. 
All's full of man, and at this dreadful turn, 
The ſwarm ſhall iſſue, and the hive ſhall burn. 
Not all at once, nor in like manner riſe : 
Some lift with pain their flow unwilling eyes; 
Shrink backward'from the terror of the light, 
And bleſs the grave, and call tor laſting night. 
Others, whoſe long-attempted virtue ſtood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood, 
Whoſe firm reſolve, nor beauty could melt down, 
Nor raping tyrants from their poſture frown ; 
Such in this day of horrors ſhall be ſeen, 
To face the thunder with a godlike mein; 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fix'd above ; 
The centre ſhakes, their hearts diſdain to move : 
An earth diſſolving, and a beav'n thrown wide, 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fide, 
Serene they view, impatient of delay, 
And bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 
Vor. I. C 
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Here, greatne/s proſtrate falls; there ſtrength 
gives place ; 
Here Lazars ſmile ; there, Beauty hides her face. 
Chriſtians, and Jews, and / urks, and Pagans ſtand, 
A blended throng, one undiſtinguiſh'd band. 
Some who perhaps by mutual wounds expir'd, 
With zeal for their diſtinct perſuaſions fir'd, 
In mutual friendſhip, their long ſlumber break, 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 
But none are fluſh'd with brighter joy, or warm 
With juſter confidence enjoy the ſtorm, 
Than thoſe, whoſe pious bounties unconfin'd 
Have made them public fathers.of mankind. 
In that illuſtrious rank, what ſhining ligbt 
With ſuch diſtinguiſh'd glory fills my fight ? 
Bend down, my grateful mule ; that homage ſhew, 
Which to ſuch worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickham! Fox ! Chichley / hail, illuſtrious * names, 
Who to far-diſtant times diſpenſe your beams; 
Beneath yourſhades, and near your chryſtal ſprings, 
I firſt preſum'd to touch the trembling ſtrings. 
All hail, thrice-honour'd ! *twas your great renown 
To bleſs a people, and oblige a crown. 
And now you riſe eternally to ſhine, 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 
Indulgent Gop! oh how ſhall mortal raiſe 
His ſoul to due returns of grateful praiſe, 
For bounty fo profuſe to human kind, 
Thy wond'rous gift of an eternal mind ? 


* Founders of New-Collepe, Corpus Chriſti, and All- 
Souls in Oxford, of all which the author was a member. 
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Shall I, who ſome few years ago was leſs. 
Than worm, or mike or ſhadow can egpreſs, 
Was nothing ; ſhall I live, when every fire, 
And ev'ry ſtar ſhall languiſh or expire? 

When earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 
And through the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of Gop I ſtand, 

See new worlds roliing from his ſpacious hand, 
Where our ad+2ntures ſhall perhaps be taught, 
As we now te;! how MIicRatL ſung or four? 
All chat has being in full concert join, 

And celebrate the depths of love divine! 

But oh! before this bliſ-fvl tate, before 
Th' aſpiring ſcul this wond'ruus height can ſoar, 
The Judge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 
And ail mankiad is ſummon'd to the bar. 

This migbty ſcene I next preſume to dra: 
Attend, great inna, with religious awe, 
Expect not here the known ſucceſsful arts 
To win attention, and command our hearts : 
Fiction be far away, let no machine 
Deſcending here, no tabicd god be ſeen ; 
Behold the Gop of god: indeed deſcend, 

And worlds unnumbe.'d his approach attend. 

Lo ! the wide theatre, whole a aple {pace 
Mult entertain the whole of human race, 

At Heav'n's all-pow*rful edict is prepar'd, 

And fenc'd around with au immortal guard. 

Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds o'erflow 

The mighty plain, and deluge all below: 

And every age, and nation pours along ; 

Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 
C 2 
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Adam ſalutes his youngeſt fon; no ſign 
Of all thoſe ages, which their births disjoin. 
How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart! 
What volumes have been ſwell'd, what time been 
ſpent, 
To fix a hero's birth-day or defcent ? 
What joy muſt it now yield, what raptures raiſe, 
To ſee the glorious race of antient days ? 
To greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have flood 
Illuſtrious on record before the flood? 
Alas ! a nearer care your foul demands, 
Ca? ſar un- noted in your preſence ſtands 
How vaſt the concourſe ! not in number more 
The waves that break on the reſounding ſhore, 
The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaults above. 
Thoſe cverwhelming armies, whoſe command 
Said to one empire, %,; another, ſand + 
Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breakingdawn 
Rous'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on : 
Great X RXEs' worldinarms, proud Cannae's field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to vield ; 
(Another blow had broke the fates* decree, 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy.) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 
They all are here, and here they all are loſt : 
Their millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 
Loſt as a billow in th' unbounded main. 
This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 
Fur judgment, judgment, ſons of men, prepare £ 
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Earth ſhakes anew, I hear her groans profound, 
And hell thro” all her trembling realms reſound. 
Whoe'er thou art; thou greateſt power of earth, 
Bleſt with moſt equal planets at thy birth; 
Whoſe valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful ſword, 
Moſt realms united in one common lord; 
Who on the day of triumph ſaidſt, be thine 
The ſkies, JEHOVAH, all this world is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine eyes. — Alas! my muſe, 
How art thou loſt! what numbers canit thou chuſe 
A ſudden bluſh inflimes the waving ſky, 
And now the crimſon curtains open fly ; 
Lo! far within, and far above all height, 
Where hexv'n's great ſov'reign reigns in worlds of 
light, 
Whence nature he informs, and with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey, 
Creates, ſupports, confounds! where time and place, 
Matter and form, and fortune, life and grace, 
Wa) humbly at the footſtool of their Gop, 
And move obedient at his awful nod; 
V hence he beholds us, vagrant emmets, crawl 
At random on this air ſuſpended ball, 
(Speck of creation) if he pour one breath, 
1e bubble breaks, and *tis eternal death. 
Thence ifluing i behold (but mortal ſight 
S ſtairs not ſuch a ruſhing ſea of light!) 
I tee, on an empyreal flying throne 
Suuvlim.ly rais'd, beav'u's everlaiting Sox; 
Crow) d with. that majelty which torm'd the world, 
And the graud iebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
C 3 
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Virtue, diminion, praiſe, omnipotence, 
Support the train of their triumphant prince. 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Night ſhades the fole:nn arches of his brows, 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er ſerene he turns prop itious eyes, 
Or we expect, or find a paradiſe: 
But if reſeutment reddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames, 
On one hand &owle {ge ſhines in pureſt light, 
On one the ſword of zuſtice fiercely bright. 
Aw bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed, 
Now tell the ſcourg'd impoſtor he ihall bleed! 
I hus glorious thro” the courts of heav'n, the ſource 
Of lite and death eternal bends his courſe; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and light'nings play, 
Th' anpelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: 
Some touch the ſtring ſome ſtrike the founding ſhell, 
And mingliug voices in rich concert ſwell; 
Voices {-raphic, bleſt with fuch a ſtrain, 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 
Triumphant King of glory! ſoul of bliſs! 
What a ſtupendous turn of fate is this? 
Ob! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 
And indigeuce of hi in Bethlem born, 
A needy, helpleis unaccounted g eſt, 
And but a ſecond to the iother'd beaſt ? 
How chang'd fiom him, who meekly proſtrate laid, 
Vouchſat'd to waſh the feet himſelt had made ? 
From him who was betra; d, forſook, deny'd, 
Wept, languiſli'd, pray'd, bled, thirſted, groan'dand 
dy'd; 
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Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foe, 
All heav'n in tears above, earth unconcern'd below. 

And was t enough to bid the ſun retire? 

Why did not nature at thy groan expire ? 
] lee, | hear, I feel the pangs divine, 
The world is vaniſh'd I am wholly thine. 

Miſtaken Caiaphas ! ah! which blaſphem'd, 
Thou or thy pris'ner? which ſhall be condemn'd? 
Well might'it chou rend thy garments, well exclaim ; 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame 
But God is good tis wondrous all ! ev'n he 
Thou ga ſt to death, ſhame, torture, dy d for thee. 

Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its flight 
From earth full twice a planetary height 
There all the clouds, condeas'd, two columns raiſe, 
Diſtinct with orient veins and golden blaze 
One fix'd on earth, and one on ſca and round 
Its ample foot the ſwelling billows found, 

Thele an unmealurable arch ſupport, 

The grand tribunal of this awful courts 

Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt (ky, 

Stream from the cryſtal arch, and round the co- 
lunins fly. 

Death wrapt in chains low at the baſis lyes, 

And on the point of his own arrow dies, 

Here high enthron'd th* eternal judge is plac'd, 
With all the grandeur of his godhead grac'd ; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 

And the ſun burns beneath his awful feet. 

Now an archangel, eminently bright, 
From off nis ſilver ſtaff of wondrous height, 
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Unfurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 
And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies: 
The croſs ſo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a (tain, 
Where'er it floats, on earth, and air, an'! main; 
Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 
And turns the deep-dy'd ocean into blood, 
On formidable glory] dreadful bright! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty ſight. 
Ah turn. unwary muſe, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not, (to make the ſun ſhrink in his beam) 
Dare not aſſirm, they wilh it all a dream; 
Wiſh, or their ſouls may with their limbs decay, 
Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway. 
But rather, if thou know'!t the means, nnfold 
How they with trapſport might the ſcene behold. 
Ah how ! but by repentance, by a mind 
Quick and ſeveie its own offence to find? 
By tears, and groans, and never-cealing care, 
Aud all the pious violence of pray! 
Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
I caſt my heart before th' eternal throne, 
In this great temple, which the ſkies ſurround, 
For homage to its Lord a narrow bound. 
4 thou! whoſe balance doos the n10ungains weigh, 
4 Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obey, 
« Whoſe breath can turn thoſe wat ry worlds to flame, 
« That flame to tempeſt, and that tempelt tame; 
« Earth's meaneſt fon, ali trembliny, proſtrate falls, 
And on the boundleſs of thy pondnels calls. 
Ah! give the winds all pait offence to ſweep, 
« To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep: 
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© Thy pow'r, my weakneſs, may I ever ſee, 

«© And wholly dedicate my ſoul to thee. 

« Reign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow 

« At thy command, nor human motive know 
If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 

« And fin the graceful indignation raiſe. 

My love be warm to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 
And lift the burden from the ſoul oppreſs'd. 

* Oh may my underſtanding ever read 

« This glorious volume, which thy wiſdom made ! 
* Who decks the maiden ſpring with flow'ry pride? 
« Who calls forth ſummer like a ſparkling bride? 
Who joys the mother autumn's bed to crown? 
« And bids old winter lay her honours down ? 

# Not the great Ottomon, or greater Czar, 

Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war: 
May ſea and land, and earth and heav'n be join'd, 
« To bring th' eternal author to my mind 

© When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 

ce May thoughts of thy dread vengeance ſhake my ſoul; 
When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly ſhine, 
© Adore, my heart, the Majeſty divine. 

* Thro' every ſcence of life, or peace, or war, 
Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care 
Shine we in arms? or ſing beneath our vine? 
Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt thine : 
Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft, and bends the bow; 
* The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly glow ; 
Tis thou that lead'ſt our powerful armies forth, 
And gives great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the north. 

„Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 


Open with pray'r the coafecrated day; 
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Tune thy great praiie and bid my ſoul ariſe, 
& And, with the mounting ſun, aſcend the ſkies ; 
« As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
« And plow with ardor of conſummate love; 
Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſcttiug ſun 
« My endlefs worſhip ſhall be ſtill begun. 

And oh ! permit the gloom of ſolemn night 
c To ſacred thought may forcibly invite, 
When this world's ſhut, and awful planets riſe, 
« Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies ; 
© Compoſe our fovls with a leſs dazzling fight, 
« And ſhew all nature in a milder light; 
« How every boiſtꝰrous thought in calm ſubſides ! 
« How the ſmooth ſpirit into goodneſs plides | 
« how divine : to tread the milky way, 
« To the bright palace of the Loxp of day; 
& His court admire, or for his favour ſue, 
Or leagues of friendſhip with his ſaints renew; 
« Pleas'd to look down, and (ce the word aſleep, 
« Wile I long vigils to its Fovader keep. 

« Canſt tkou not ſake the centre? Oh controul, 
c. Subdue by force the rebel iu my foul : 
«© Thou who cauſt ſtill the raping of the flood, 
« Reſtrain the various tumults ot my blood; 
& Teach me with equal firmneſs to ſuſtain 
&« Alluring pleaſure and aſſaulting paiu, 
« may I pant for thee in each deſire! 
« And with ſtrong faith foment the holy fire ! 
« Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the prize, 
«© Which in eternity's deep boſom lyes! 
At the great day of recompence behold, 
« Deyoid ct fear, the fatal book unfold! 


Boox II. THE LAST DAY. 25 


« Then, wafted upward to the biii-fvl ſeat, 
« From age to age my grat” ul f,32 12reat ; 


« My Light, my Life, my Gor, on, Cnieur ſee, ] 
« And rival angels in the praite ot thee.” 


1 


LAST WAY; 


e III. 


Fſſe quoque in fatis reminiſcitur affore temput, 
Quo mare, quo tellus, correptag ue regia coeli 
Ardeat, et mundi moles operoſa laboret. 


Ovi. Mr. 


| HE book unfolding, the reſplendent ſeat 
Of ſaints and angels, the tremenduous fate 
Of guilty ſouls, the gloomy realms of woe, 
And all the horrors of the world below, 
I next preſume to ſing: what yet remains 
Demands my laſt, but moſt exalted ſtrains. 
And let the muſe or now affett the ſky, 
Or in inglorious ſhades for ever ly. 
She kindles, ſhe's inflam\ſo near the goal; 
She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole; 
The world grows leſs as ſhe purſues her flight, 
And the ſun darkens to her diſtant fight. 
Heav'n. opening all its ſacred pomp, diſplays, 
And overwhelms her with the ruſhing blaze 
The triumph rings | archangels ſhout around! 
And echoing nature lengthens out the ſound! 
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Ten thouſand trumpets neu at once advance; 
Now geepeſt ſilence lulls the vaſt expanſe ; 
So deep the ſilence, and fo ſtrong the blaſt, 
As.nature dy'd, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt, 
Nor man nor angel moves ; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the ſky : 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 
Which bigh to view ſapporting ſeraphs raiſe : 
In ſolemn form the rituals are prepar'd, 
The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard. 
And thou, my ſoul, (oh fall to ſudden pray'r, 
And let the thought fink deep !) ſhalt thou be there? 
See on the left, (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand) 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene ! 
What more than death in every face and mein 
With what diſtreſs, and glarings of affright, 
They ſhock the heart, and turn away the ſight! 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll, 
And tell the horrid ſecrets of the ſoul. 
'Each geſture mourns, each look is black with care, 
And ev'ry groan is laden with deſpair. 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the muſe, and find 
A truer image pictur d inthy mind. 
Shouldſt thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 
And all the ſoft companions of thy life, 
Whoſe blended int'reſts levell'd at one aim, 
Whoſe mix'd deſires ſent up one common flame, 
Divided far; thy wretched ſelf alone 


Caſt on the left, of all whom thou haſt known; 
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How would it wound ? what millions would'ſt thou 
give | 
For one more trial, one day more to live? 
Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, 
To graſp with eagerneſs the means of grace; 
Contend for mercy with a pious rape, 
And in that moment to redeem un age! 
Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 
Arreſt the /wr ; but ſtill of this deſpair. 
Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace! 
Their Maker's image freſh in ev'ry face 
What purple bloom my raviſh'd foul admires, 
And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires ! 
Triumphant beauty ! charms that riſe above 
- This world, and in bleſt.angels kindle love! 
To the Great Judge with holy pride they turn, 
And dare behbald th' Almighty.s.enger burn; 
Its flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its terror riſe, 
And on tbe dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are theſe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt ? 
Oh the tranſcendent glory of the juſt ! 
Yer ſtill ſome thin remains of fear and doubt 
Th' infected brightneſs of their joy pollute. 
Thus the chaſte bridegroom, when the prieft 
draws nigh, _ 
Beholds his bleſſing with a trembling eye; 
Feels doubtful paſſions throb in every vein; 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain; 
Leſt ſtil] ſome intervening chance ſhould riſe, 
Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the golden prize, 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 
And ſtab him in the criſis of his fate. 
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Since Adam's family from firſt-to laſt , 
Now into one diſtin ſurvey is caſt, 
Look round, vain-glorious muſe, and you whoe'ers 
Devote yourſelves to fame, and think her fair, 
Look round, and ſeek the lights of human race, 
Whoſe ſhining acts time's brighteſt annals grace; 
Who founded ſects, crowns conquer d, or refſipn'd, 
Gave names to nations, or fam'd empires join'd; | 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low, 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow ; 
Who with vaſt fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madneſs of the roaring main; 
All loſt ! all undiſtiaguiſn d! no where found! 
How will this truth in Bourton's palace found ? 

That hour, on which th' Almighty King on high 
From all eternity has fix'd-his eye, 

Whether his right hand favour'd, or aunoy d, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threaten'd, or deſtroy d, 
Southern or eaſtern ſceptre downward hurl'd, 
Gave north or weſt dominion o'er the world; 
The point of time for which the world was built, 
For which the blood of Gop himſelf was ſpilt, 
That dreadful moment is arri / d. 

Aloft the ſeats of bliſs their pomp diſplay, 
Bughter than brightneſs, this diitinguilh'd day; 
Leſs glorious, when of old th' eternal Son 
From realms of night return'd with trophies won ; 
Thro' heav'n's high gates when he triumphant rode, 
And ſhouting angels hail'd the victor Gop. 
Horrors beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind tormeuts dell; 
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A furnace formidable, deep and wide, 
O'erboiling with a mad ſulphureous tide, 
Expands its ja ws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey, 
And roars outrageous for the deſtin'd prey. 
The ſons of light ſcarce unappal'd look down, 
And nearer preſs heav'n's everlaſting throne. 

Such is the ſcene, and one ſhort moment's ſpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 
Proceed who dares—1 tremble as I write; 

The whole creation ſwims before my ſight ; 

] ſee, I ſee the Judge's frowning brow ; 

Say not tis diſtant, I behold Þ now ; 

? faint, my tardy blood forget; to flow, 

"ly ſoul reccils at the ſtupendous woe; * 
bat woe, thoſe pangs, which from the gui ly breaſt, 
In theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. 

MW bo burſt the barriers of my peaceful grave? 
Ah!] cruel death, that wou'd no longer fave, 
But grudg'd me ev'n that narrow dark abode, 
And cafl me out into the wrath of Gop; 

V here ſhrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 
And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 

Our only ſong; black fire's malignant light, 

« The ſole refreſhment of the blaſted fight, 

«« Muſt all thoſe pow'rs heav'n gave m upply 
„My foul with pleaſure, and bring in my Jap, 
6« Riſe up in arms againſt me, join the foe, 

« Senſe, reaſon, memory, encreaſe my woe? 
And ſhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell, 
«« Corrupt to groans, and blow the fues of hell? 
Oh! muſt 1 look with terror on my gain, 

«« Agd with exiſtence only meaſure pains 


* 

n 
— 
* 
">. 


* 
$ 
4 
. 
% 
2 


Book III. THE LAST DAY. 41 


What! no reprieve, no lealt indulgence giv'n, 
No beam of hope from any point of heav'n! 
« Ah! mercy! mercy! art thou dead above? 
« Is love extinguiſh'd in the ſource of love? 

« Bold that I am, did heav'n ſtoop down to hell ? 
« Th' expiring Lard of life my ranſom ſeal ? 
© Have I not beeminduſtrious to provoke; . 
« From his embraces obſtinately broke; 
&« Purſu'd and panted for his mortal hate; 
« Sarn'd my deſtruſtion, labour'd out my fate? 
« And dare I on extingaiſh'd love exclaim ? 
„Take, take full velng#aoce, rouze the ſlack'ning 

flame; & 

te Juſt is my lot—But, oh! mutt it tranſcend 
«© The reach of time, deipair a diſtant end! 
« With dreadful growth ſhoot forward, and ariſe 
© Where thoughtcan follow, and bold fancy dies! 

% Never! where falls the foul at that dread ſound ? 
% Down an abyſs bow dark, and how profound? 
% Down, dowh (I ſtill am falling, horrid pain!) 
« Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms (till remain; 
«My plunge but ſtill begun — And this for fin? 
Could I affend, if I had never been, 
« But (till increas'd the ſenſeleſs happy maſk, 
« Fiow'd in the ſtream, or flouriſh'd in the graſs. ? 
4 5 mercies | why from ſilent earth 
% Did thou awake, and curſe me into birth? 
«« Tear me from quiet, ra viſh me from night, 
« And make a thankleſs preſent of thy light ? 
« Paſh into being a reverſe of thee, 
And animate a ciod with miſery ? 
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ee The beaſts are happy, they come forthand keep | 
ee Short watch on earth, and then ly down to ſleep. 
« Pain is for man; and oh! how vaſt a pain 
« Forcrimeswhich made the Godhead bleed in vain ? 
% Annul'd his groans, as far as in them lay, 
And flung his agonies and death away: 

As our dire puniſhment for ever ſtrong, 

« Our conſtitution too for ever young, 

« Curs'd with returns of vigour ſtil] the ſame, 
Powerful to bear, and ſatisfy the flame; 
10 Still to be caught, and ſtill to be purſu'd! 
To periſh ſtill, and ſtill to be renew'd ? 

« And this, my help my God! at thy decree ? 
Nature is chang'd, and he ſhould /ccour me. 
And can't thou then look down from perfect bliſe, 
*« And ſee me plunging in the dark aby ls, 
Calling thee father in a fea of fire, 

Or pouring blaſphemies at thy deſire! 
« With mortals anguiſh wilt thou raiſe h name, 
And by my pangs Omnipotence proclaim ? 

Thou who canſt toſs the planets to and fro, 

« Contract not thy great vengeance to my woe: 
« Cruſh worlds; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay; 
On me almighty wrath is caſt away. 

Call back thy thunders, Lon b, hold in thy rage, 
Nor with a ſpeck of wretchednels engage: 

« Forget me quite, nor ſtoop a worm to blame, 
gut lote me in the greatneſs of thy name. 

* Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 

And ſhall I make thoſe glories ceaſe to ſhine? 
Shall ſinful man grow great by his offence, 
And from its courſe t urn back On:nipotence ? 
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« Forbid it! and oh ! grant, great Gop, at leaſt 

£ This one, this ſlender, almoſt uo requeſt ; 

% When [ have wept a thouſand lives away, 

« When tarment is grown weary of its prey, 

« When l have rav'd ten thouſand years in fire, 
1% Ten thouſand thouſands, let me then expire.” 

Deep anguilh ! but too late; the hopeleſs ſoul, 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 
Though loth, and ever loud blaſpheming owns 
He's juſtly doom'd to pour eternal groans; 
Enclos'd with horrors, and transfix'd with pain, 
Rolliag in vengeance, ſtruggling with his chain : 
To talk to ſiery tempeſts, to implore 
The raging flame to ꝑive its burnings o'er, 

To toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bear the weight of an offended Gon. 

The favour'd of their Judge in triumph move 
To take poſſeſſion of their thrones above; 
Satan's accurs'd deſertion to ſupply, 

And fill the vacant ſtations of the ſky ; 

Again to kindle long-extinguiſh'd rays, 

And with new lights dilate the heav'nly blaze; 
To crop the roſes of immortal youth, 

And drink the fountain-head of ſacred truth; 

To ſwim in ſeas of bliſs, to ſtrike the ſtring, 

And lift the voice to their Almighty KING; 

To lole eternity in grateful lays, 

And fill heav'n's wide circumference with praiſe. 
But I attempt the wondrous height in vaio, 

And leave unfiniſh'd the two lofty ftrain : 

What boldly I begin, let others end; 

My ſtrength exhaulted, fainting I deſcend, 
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And chuſe a leſs, but no ignoble theme, 
Diſſolving elements, and worlds in flame. 

The fatal period, the great hour is come, 
And nature ſhrinks at her approaching doom ; 
Loud peals of thunder give the ſign, and all 
Heav'n's terrors in array ſurround the ball; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors blaze conſpire, 
And darted downward ſet the world on fire; 
Black riſing clouds the thicken'd azther choke, 
And ſpiry flames ſhoot thro' the rolling ſmoke, | 
With keen vibrations cut the ſullen night, : 
And ftrike the darken'd ſæy with dreadful light; 
From beav'n's four regions, with immortal force, 
Angels drive on the winds impetuous courſe, 
T'enrage the flame; it ſpreads, it ſoars on high, 
Swells in the ſtorm, and billows thro” the (ky. 
Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 
Cities aud delarts in one ruin blend; 
Here blazing volumes wafted overwhelm 
The ſpacious face of a far diftant realm : 
There, undermin'd, down ruſh eternal hills, 
The neigbb'ripg vales the vaſt deſtruction fills. 

Hear'it thou that dreadful crack, that ſound which 
Like pealsof thunder, and the centre ſhouk ? {broke 
What wonders muſt that groan of nature tell! 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas tell, 
W hich ſeem'd above the reach of tate to ſtand, 
A tow'ring monument of GoD s right hand; 
Now duſt and ſmoke, whoſe brow fo lately ſpread 
O'er ſhelter'd countries its diffuſive ſhade. 

Shew me that celebrated ſpot, where all 
The various rulers of the fever'd ball 
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Have humbly ſought wealth, honour, and redreſs, 
That land which heav'n ſeem'd diligent to bleſs, 
Once call'd Britannia; can her glories end? 
And can't ſurrounding ſeas her realms defend 
Alas, in flames behold ſurrounding ſeas ! 

Like oil their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angels ſay, where ran proud Aſia's bound, 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
Where ſtretch'd waſte Lybia where did In dias ſtore 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore'? 

Each loſt in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 
And all diſſol d, one fiery deluge flow: 

Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd, 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now whate'er or ſwims, or walks, or flies, 
Inhabitants of ſea, or earth, or ſkies ; 

All on whom Adam's wiſdom fix'd a name, 
All plunge and periſh in the conqu'ring flame. 

This globe alone would but defraud the fire, 
Starve its devouring rage : the flakes aſpire, 

And catch the clouds, and make the heavens deir prey: 
The ſun, the moon, the ſtars all melt away, 

All, all is loſt ; no monument, no ſign, 

Where once ſo proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 

So bubbles on the foaming ſtream expire, 

So ſparks that ſcatter from the kindling fire ; 

The devaſtations of one dreadful hour, 

The great Creator's {ix days work devour. 

A mighty mighty ruin! yet one /ou! | 
Has more te boaſt, and far outweighs the whole; | 
Exalted in ſuperior excellence, | 


Caſts down to nothiag ſuch a vaſt expence, 
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Have ye not ſeen th' eternal mountains nod, 

An earth diſſolving, a deſcending Gop ? 

What ſtrange ſurpriſes through all nature ran? 

For whom theſe revolutions, but for man: 

For him Omnipotence new meaſures takes; 

For him through all eternity awakes; 

Pours on him pifts ſufficient to ſupply 

Heav'n's loſs, and with freſh-glories fill the ſky. 
Think deeply then, O man, bow great thou ark, 

Pay thyſelf homage with a trembling heart ; 

What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 

Slighting thyſelf, affront not Gop's reſpect: 

Enter the. ſacred temple of thy breaſt; 

And gaze, and wander there a raviſh'd gueſt : 

Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou ſhalt find, 

Wander thro' all the glories of thy mind. 

Of perfect knowledge, ſee, the dawning light 

Foretels a noon moſt exquiftrely bright ! 

Here ſp:ings of endleſs joy are breaking forth! 

There buds the promiſe.of celeſtial worth 

Worth Thich muſt ripen in a happier clime 

And brighter ſun, beyond the bounds of time. 

Thou, miror, can'ſt not puels thy vaſt eſtate, 

What ſtores on foreign coaſts thy landing wait. 

Loſe not thy claim, let virtue's paths be trod: 

Thus glad all heav'n,andpleaſc that bounteous Gop- 

Who, to light thee to pleaſures, hung on high. 

Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky : 

That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, 

Aod Gp ſhine. forth in one eternal day. 
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Ad coelum ardentia lumina tollens, 
Lumina; nam teneras artebant vincula palmas. 
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ROM lofty 3 from thoughts that ſoar'd 
F on high, 
And open'd wond'rous ſcenes above the {k;, 
My muſe deſcend : indulge my fond defire, 
With ſofter thoughts my melting foul inſpire, 
And ſmnothe my nuinbers to a temale's praile : 
A partial world will liſten to my lays, 
Wile Auna reigns, and ſets a female name 
Uorival'd in the glorious litts of fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land, 
Whoſe radiant ep es the vanguiſh'd world command, 
Vartue ii beauty but when charuis of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join'd ; 

When 3cath makes ſuch bright objects (fill more 
bripht, 
And fortune ſets them in the ſtrongeſt light ; 
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Tis all of heav'n that we below may view, 


And all, but adoration, is your due. 
Fam'd female virtue did this iſle adorn, 1 

Fre Ormond, or her glorious queen was born, 15 

When now Maria's pow'rful arms prevail'd, 

And haughty Dudiey's bold ambition fail'd, L 


The beauteous daughter of great Ses race, 
In blooming youth adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 
Who pain'd a crown by treaſon not her own, 
And innocently fill'd another's throne ; 
Hurl'd from the ſummit of imperial ſtate, 
With equal mind ſuſtain'd the ſtroke of fate. 

But how will Cuil ford, her far dearer part, 
With manly reaſon fortify his. heart ? 
At once ſhe longs, and is afraid to know : 

| Now ſwift ſhe moves, and now advances ſlow, 

To find her lord; and finding, paſſes by, 
Silent with fear, nor dares ſhe.meet bis eye: 
Leſt that unaſk'd, in ſpeechleſs grief, diſcloſe 
The mournful ſecret of his inward woes. 
Thus after ſickneſs, doubtful of her face, 
The melavcholy virgin ſhuns the glaſs. 

At length, with troubled thought, but look ſerene, 
And ſorrow ſoften'd by her heav'vly mein, 
She claſps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young; 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue; 
Gentle, and ſweet, as vernal zephyr blows, 
Fanning the lilly, or the blooming roſe. 

« Grieve not, my lord: a crown indecd is loſt ; 
« What far out-ſhines a crown, we ſtill may boaſt; 
A mind compos'd; a mind that can diſdain 
A fruitleſs forrow for a loſs ſo vain. 
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Nothing is loſs that virtue can improve 

« To wealth eternal, and return above; 

% Above, where no diſtinction ſhall be known 

« Twixt him whom ſtorms have ſhaken from a 

throne, 

« And him, who, baſking in the ſmiles of fate, 

6 Shone forth in all the ſplendor of the great: 

4 Nor can I find the diff*rence here below; 

«« Tlately was a queen, I ſtil} am fo, 

« While Cuilford's wife: thee rather Ion, 

« Than o'er mankind extend imperial ſway. 

When we ly down in ſome obſcure retreat, 

* Incens'd Maria may her rage forget; 

« And I to death my duty will improve, 

« And what you mils in empire, add in love — 

* Your godlike ſoul is open'd in your look, 

% And J have faintly your great meaning ſpoke. 

For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the crown, 

e To find with what content we lay it down. 

« Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 

&* Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.” 
Thus ſpoke the faĩreſt of her ſex, and cheer'd 

Her drooping lord, whoſe boding boſom fear'd 

A darker cloud of ills woulg burit, and ſhed 

Severer vengeance on her guilteſs head: 

Too juſt, alas, the terrors which he felt! _ 

For, lo a guard! - Forgive him if he melt — 

How ſharp her pangs, when ſever'd from his (ide, 

The moſt ſince rely lov'd, and loving bride, 

In ſpace confin'd, the muſe forbears to tell; 

Deep was her anguiſh, but ſhe bore it well. 
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Ris pain was equal, but his virtue Iſs, 

He thought in grief there could be no exceſs, 
Penſive he ſat, o'ercaft with gloomy care, 
And otten fondly claſp'd his abſent fair; 
Now lilent, wander'd through his rooms of ſtate, 
And ſicken'd at the pomp, and tax'd his fate; 
Which thus adorn'd in all her ſhining ſto: 

A ſplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 

Now on the bridal bed his eyes were caſt, 

And anguiſh fed on his e11joyments paſt ; 

Each recollected pleaſure made him ſmart, 

And ev'ry tranſport ſtabb'd bim to the heart. 
That happy moon, which ſummon'd to delight, 
That moon which ſkone on his dear nuptial night, 
Which ſaw him futd her yet untaſted charms 
(Deny'd to princes) in his longing arms; 

Now ſees the tranſient bleſſing fleet away, 

E:npire and love! the viſion of a day. 

Thus in the Britiſh clime a ſummer ſtorm 

Will oft the ſmiling face of heav'n deform ; 

The winds with violence at once deſcend, 

Sweep flowers and fruits, and make the foreſt bend: 
A ſadden winter, while the ſun is near, 

O'ercomes the feaſon, and inverts the year. 

But whither is the captive borne away, 

The beauteous captive, froin the chearful day? 

The ſcene is chang'd indeed; before her eyes 

Ill boding looks, and unknown horrors riſe: 
For pomp and ſplendor, for her guard and crown, 
A gloomy dungeon and a keeper's frown; 

Black thoughts, each morn, invade the lover's breaſt, 
Each night a ruffan locks the Q2-7 to reſt. 
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Ah mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar minds“ 
But Syfo/k's daughter its advantage finds. 
Religion's force divine is belt diſplay'd 
In deep delc:ticn of ail human aid: 

To tuccour in extremes is her delight, 

And chear the heart when terror ſtrikes the ſight. 
We, diſbelieving our own ſenſes, gaze, 

And wonder what a mortal's heart can raiſe 

To triumph o'er misfortunes, nile in grief, 

And comtort thoſe who come to briny relief: 

We gaze; and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay, 
And all the world's vaia glorics fade away. 

A gain!t her cares ſhe rais'd a dauntlels mind, 
And with an ardent heart, but moſt relign'd, 
Deep in the dreadful loom, with pious heat, 
Amid the {tence of her dark retreat, 

Addreſs'd her Gor + Almiwvtty pow'r Jivine ! 
& *Tis thine to raiſe. and to deprels is thiae; 

« With +onoar to light up the name unknown, 
Or to put out the luttre of a throne, 

% In my Mort {pan both fortuncs I have prov'd, 

« And thuugh with ili frail r.2ture will be mov'd, 
i bear it well: (O ſtrengthen me to bear!) 

« Aud if my piety may cl um thy care; 

© It I rememi.e1'd in youth's giddy beat, 


& Ard tumui. of a court, a tuture (tute ; 

„O favgur whea thy merc; I implore 

* Fur ove who never guilty ſceptre hore ! 

was i receiv'd the crown ;; my lord is free ; 

It it inut* fall, let engcarce fall one mc. 

Let him furviie his country's . ame to raile, 

„Aud in a guilty land to ſpeak thy pratle ! 
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0 may th' indulgence of a father's love, 

*« Pour d forth on me, be doubled from above! 

If 1he/e are ſafe, I'll think my pray'rs ſucceed, 

And bleſs thy tender mercies whilſt I bleed.” 
'T was now the mournful eve before that day, 

In which the queen to her full wrath gave way; 

Through rigid juſtice ruſh'd into offence, 

And drank in zeal the blood of innocence. 

The ſun went down in clouds, and ſcem'd to mourn 

The fad neceſſity of his return: « 

The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, 

Or did, or was imagin'd to complain, 

The tapers caſt an inaufpicious light ; 

Stars there were none, and doubly dark the nigh t- 
Sweet innocence m chains can take her reſt, 

Soft ſlumber gently creeping thro? her breaſt, 

She f1.ks; and in her ſleep is re-inthron'd, 

Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 

She views her fleets and armies, ſeas and land, 

And ſtretches wide her ſhadow of command 

With royal purple is her viſion hung; 

By fantom hoſts are ſhouts of conqueſt rung; 

Low at her feet the ſuppliant rival lyes; 

Our priſcner mourns her tate, and bids her riſe, 
Now level beams upon the waters play'd, 

Glanc'd on the bills, and weſtward caſt the ſhade. 

The buſy trades in cities had began 

To ſound, and ſpeak the painful lite of man. 

In tyrants breaits the thoughts of vengeance rouze, 

And the fond bridegroom turns him 10 his ſpoule. 

At tte firlt birtu ot light while morning breaks, 

Oy ipouſeleſs bride, our wicow'd wite awakes; 
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Awakes, and ſmiles; nor night's impoſture blames; 

Her real pomps were little more than dreams; 

A ſhort liv'd blaze, a light'oing quickly o'er, 

That dy'd in birth, that ſhone, and were no more: 

She turns her ſide, and ſoon reſames a ſtate 

Ot mind, well ſuited to ber alter'd fate, 

Serene, tho' ſerious; when dread tidings come 

(Ah wretched Guilford!) of her inſtant doom. 

Sun, hide thy beams; in clouds as black as night 

Thy face involve; be guiltleſs of the fight ; 

Or haſte more ſwiftly to the weſtern main; 

Nor let her blood the conſcious day-light ſtain, 
Oh how.ſevere! to fall lo new a bride, 

Yet bluſhing from the prieſt, in youthful pride; 

When time had juſt matur'd each perfect grace, 

And open'd all the wonders of her face! 

To leave her Guilford dead to all relief, 

Fond of his woe, and obſtinate in grief. 

Unhappy fair! whatever fancy drew, 

(Vain promis'd bleſſings!) vaniſh from her view; 

No train of chearful days, endearing nights, 

No ſweet domeſtic joys, and chaſte delights; 

Pleaſures that bloifum ev'n from doubts, and fears; 

And bliſs, and rapture riſing out of cares; 

No little Cuilford, with paternal grace, 

Lull'd on her knee, or ſmiling in her face; 

Who. when her deareſt father ſhall return, 

From pouring tears on her untimely urn, 

Might comfort to his filver hairs unpart, 

And fill her place in his indulgent heart: 

As where fruits fall quick-rifing bloſſoms ſmile, 

And the blet>'d Indian of bis care beguile. 
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In vain theſe various reaſons jointly preſs, 
To blacken death, and heighten her diſtreſs; 
She thro? th* encircling terrors darts her fight, 
To the bleſs'd regions of eternal light, 
And fills her ſoul with peace: to weeping friends 
Her father and | er lord ſhe recon.,mends ; 
Unmnv'd nerfelf: her foes ker air ſurvey, 
An' rape to ſec their malice thrown away. 
She ſoars; now nought on earth detains her care — 
But Cuilſord; who (till Alruggles for lis ſhare. 
Still wills form unportunately riſe, 
Ciog, and retard ter tranſport to the ies, 
As embling flames now take a fet ble &57l;t, 
Now catch the brand with a tetatning light: 
Thus ker foul onward, from the {cats above, 
Falls fondly back, and kiudles into love. 
At length ſhe conquers in :e doubttul ſield; 
That heav'u ſhe leexs will bg ter Curifird's Micld, 
Neu death is welcome; his ppronch is flo; 


= 


Lis tedivus louger to expect tie bie. 

Oh uo. tals, ibort ht, who think the paſt. 
CO'erblow n mistortune ni nail prove the lait: 
Alas! mistortuncs traci in e v ain, 
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Ar oft in life form one perpetual chain; 
Fe. r ba: ies car, and ilis on ills attend, 
Ine and foriowm inert one commun end. 


— 
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Sho inis chat the hasen Abt but death to fear, 
And deat! is con td. . 1240 death is near © 
Her ti: tals ave not yet comylcte, 

The vews ai ines of tor preat f ther's fate. 

She lers his hoary Hed, at Ke wil age, 

A victim to th offended monarch's rage. 
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ow great the mercy had ſhe breath'd her laſt, 
Ere the dire ſentence on her father paſt. 
A fonder parent nature never knew; 
And as bis age encreas'd, his fondneſs grew. 
A parent's love ne'er better was beſtow'd, 
The pious daughter in her heart o'erflow'd. 
And can (he from all weakneſs ſtill refrain? 
And {till the firmneſs of her ſoul maintain? 
I'npoſſible! a ſigh will force its way; 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray ; 
She ſighs and weeps, but ſo ſhe weeps and ſigha, 
As ſilent dews deſcend, and vapours riſe. 
Celeſtial patience! how doſt thou defeat 
Tae foe's proud menace, and elude his hate! 
While paſon takes his part, betrays our peace; 
To death and torture ſwells each ſlight diſgrace . 
By not oppoling, thou doſt ills deſtroy, 
And wear thy eonquer'd ſorrews into joy. 
Now /hÞe revolves within her anxious mind, 
What woe till lingers ia reſerve behind. 
Gries riſe on griefs, and ſhe can fee no bound, 
While nature laſts, and can receive a wound. 
ne [word is drawn ; the queen to rage inclin'd, 
By mercy, nor by piety contin d. 
What mercy can the zcalot's heart aſſuage, 
Whoſe piety itſelf converts to rage ? 
She thought, and ſigh'd. And no the blood began 
To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan. 
Now ſorro dimm'd the luſtre of her eye, 
And on her cheek the fading roſes die. J 
Alas! ſkould Gilford too - When now ſhe's brought 
To that dire view, that precipice of thought; 
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While thereſhe trembling ſtands, nor dares look down, 

Nor can recede, till heav'n's decrees are known, 

Cure or all ills, till now, her lord appears, 

But not to chear her heart, and dry her tears: 

Not now, as uſual, like the riſing day, 

To chaſe the ſhadows, and the damps away: 

But, like a gloomy ſtorm, at once to ſweep, 

And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 

Black were his robes, dejected was his air, 

His voice was frozen by his cold deſpair ; 

Slow, like a ghoſt, he mov d, with ſolemn pace; 

A dying palencſs ſat upon his face. 

Back ſhe recoil'd ; ſhe ſmote her lovely breaſt, 

Her eyes the anguiſh of her heart confeſs d; 

Struck to the ſoul, ſhe ſtagger d with the wound, |; 

And junk a breathleſs image to the ground. 
Thus the fair lilly, when the ſky's o'ercaſt, 

At firſt but ſhudders in the feeble blaſt ; 

But when the winds, and weighty rains deſcend, 

The fair and upright ſtem is forc'd to bend; 

Till broke at length, its ſnowy leaves are ſhed, 

And ftrew with dying ſweets their native bed, 
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Hic pietatis hones ? fic nos in ſceptra reponis? VIRG. 


I ER Guilford claſps her, beautiful in death, 
And with a kiſs recalls her flecting breath. 

To tapers thus, which by a blaſt expire, 

A lighted taper touch'd, reſtores the fire. 

She rear'd her ſwimming eye, and ſaw the light, 

And Guilford too, or ſhe had loath'd the ſight : 

Her father's death ſhe bore, deſpis'd her cw, 

But now ſhe muſt, ſhe will have leave to groan: 


Ah! Cnilford, ſhe began, and would have ſpoke, 
But ſobs ruſt'd in, and ev'ry accent broke; 


Reaſon itſelf, as guſts of paſſion blew, 


Was ruffled in the tempeſt, and withdrew. 
So the youth loſt his image in the well, 


When tears upon the yielding furface fell: 


The ſcatter'd features ſlid into decay, 
And ſpreading circles drove his face away. 

Io touch the ſoft affections, and controul 
The maaly temper of the braveſt ſoul, 


. 
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What with afflicted beauty can compare, 
And drops of love diſtilling from the fair ? 

It melts us down ; our pains delight beſtow, 
And we with fondneſs languiſh o'er our woc. 
This Guilford prov'd, and with excels of pain, 

And pleaſure too, did to his boſom ſtrain 

The weepiny fair: ſunk deep in ſoft deſire, 

Indulg'd his love, and nurs'd the raging fire. 

Then tore himſelf away, and ftanding wide, 

As ſearing a relapſe of fondneſs, cry'd, 

With ill. diſſembled grief, My life, forbear, 

* You wound your Grzi/ford with each cruel tear. 

Did y ou not chide my pgriet ? Repreſs your own; 

Nor want compaſſion for 3our/ef alone. 

Have ycu beheld how trom the diſtant main, 

„ The thronging waves roll on a num'rous train, 

And foam and bellow, till they reach the ſhore, 

& There burſt their noiſy pride, and are no more! 

* Thus the ſucceſſive flows of human race, 

** Chac'd by the coming, the preceding chace ; 

*© They ſound, and ſwell, their baughty heads they 
rear, 

„ Then fall, and flatten, break, and diſappear. 

* Life is a forteit we mult ſhortly pay, 

* And where's tile mighty lucre of a day? 

* Why ſhould you mourn j fate? tis moſt unkind; 

© Your 6w7 you bore with an unſhaken mind: 

* And which can you imagine was the dart 

I hat drank moſt blood, ſunk deepeſt in my heart: 

I cannot live without you, and my doom 

*] meet with joy, to ſhaie one common tomb. — 
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« And are again your tears profuſely ſpilt ! 
« Oh! then my kindneſs blackens to my guilt : 
« It foils itſelf, if it recal your pain; 
« Life of my life, I beg you to refrain; 
«« The load which fate impoſes, you increaſe, 
„And help Maria to deſtroy my peace 

But, oh! againſt himſelf his labour turn'd ; 
The more he comforted, the more ſhe mourn'd. 
Compaſſion ſwells our grief, words ſoft and kind 
But ſoothe our weakneſs, and diſſolve the mind. 
Her ſorrow flow'd in ſtreams, nor her's alone, 
While that he blam'd, he yielded to his own. 
Where are the {miles ſhe wore, when ſhe ſo late 
Hail'd him, great partner of the regal ſtate; 
When orient gems around her temples blaz'd, 
And bending nations on the glory gaz'd? 

Tis now the queen's command, they both retreat 
To weep with dignity, and mourn in ſtate: 
She forms the decent miſery with joy, 
And loads with pomp the wretch ſhe would deſtroy. 
A ſpacious hall is hung with black, all light 
Shut out, and noon-day darken'd into night. 
From the mid-roof a lamp depends on high, 


Like a dim creſcent in a clouded ſky ; 


It ſheds a quiv'ring melancholy gloom, 


Which only ſhews the darkneſs of the room. 


A ſhining ax is on the table laid, 
A dreadful fight, and glitters thro? the ſhade. 
In this ſad ſeene the lovers are confin'd ; 
«cence of terrors to a guilty mind! 
A ſcene that would have damp'd with riſing cares, 
And quite extinguiſh'd ev'ry love but theirs. 
Vor.l. F 
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What can they do? they fix their mournful eyes, 
Then Guilford thus abruptly; I deſpiſe 

An empire loſt, I fling away the crown; 
Numbers have laid that bright deluſion down: 
Rut where's the Charles, or Diecleſian where, 
Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair 
% Oh! to dwell ever on thy lip! to ſtand 

* In full poſſeſſion of thy ſnowy hand! 

* And thro' th' unclouded cryſtal of thy eye, 

* The heav'oly treaſures of thy mind to ſpy ! 
„Till rapture reaſon happily deſtroys, 

* And my foul wanders through immortal joys! 
% Give me the world, and aſk me where's my bliſs, 
«I claſp thee. to my breaſt, and anſwer, this. 
** Andſhallthegrave”— He groans, and can no more, 
But all her charms in ſilence traces o'er ; 

Her lip, ber chleek, and eye, to wonder wrought, 
And wond'ring ſees in ſad pre/aging thought, 
From that fair neck, that world of beauty fall, 
And rowl along the duſt, a ghaſtly ball. 

Oh ! let thoſe tremble who are greatly bleſs'd! 
For who but Guilford could be thus diſtreſs'd ? 
Come hither, all you happy, all you great, 

From flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of ſtate ; 
Nor think 1 call, your pleaſures to deſtroy, 

But to refine, and to exalt your joy ; 

Weep not, but ſmiling fix your ardent care 

On nobler titles than the brave and fair. 

Was ever ſuch a mournful moving light ? 

See if you can, by that dim, trembling light; * 
Now they embrace ; and mix'd in bitter woe, 
Like Iſis and her James, one ſtream they flow. 
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Now they ſtart wide ; ſix d in benumbing caro, 

They ſtiften into ſtatues of deſpair : 

Now, tenderly ſevere, and fiercely kind, 

They ruſh at once, they fling their cares behind, 

And claſp, as if to death; new vows repeat, 

And quite wrapt up in love, forget their fate. 

A ſhort deluſion ! for the raging pain 

Returns, and their poor hearts muſt bleed again. 
Mean time, the queen new cruelty decreed; 

But ill content that they ſhould on bleed. 

A prieſt is ſent, who, with inſidious art, 

Inſtils his poiſon into Safes heart; 

And Guilford drank it, hanging on the breaſt; 

He is childhood was with Rome poſſeſt. 

the miniſters of death draw nigh, 

And in her deareſt lord ſhe firſt muſt die, 

The ſubtile prieft, who long had watch'd to find 

The moſt unguarded paſſes of her mind, 

Beſpoke her thus: Grieve not; tis in your powꝰr 

« Your lord to reſcue from this fatal hour.” 

Her boſom pants; ſhe draws her breath with pain; 

A ſudden horror thrills thro? ev'ry vein; | 


Life ſeems ſuſpended, on bis words intent, 


And her ſoul trembles for the great event. 

The prieſt proceeds: Embrace the faith of Rome, 
« And ward your own, your lord's, and father's 
Ye bleſſed ſpirits! now your charge ſuſtain, doom.“ 
The paſt was eaſe; now firſt ſhe ſuffers pain. 

Muſt ſhe pronounce her father's death, muſt ſhe 
Bid Guilford bleed? It mult not, cannot be. 
It cannot be! but tis the Chriſtian's praiſe, 
Above impoſlibilities to raiſe 
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The weakneſs of our nature, and deride 

Of vain philoſophy the boaſted pride. 
What tho' our feeble finews ſcarce impart 
A moment's ſwiftneſs to the feather'd dart; 
Though tainted air our vigorous youth can break, 

And a chill blaſt the hardy warrior ſhake, 

Yet are we ſtrong: hear the loud tempeſt roar 

From eaſt to weſt, and call us weak no more; * 
The light*ning's unreſiſted force proclaims 

Our might; and thunders raiſe our humble names. 
"Tis our JEnovan fills the heav'ns; as long | 
As he ſhall reign AL MIG arty, we are ſtrong: 
We, by devotion, borrow from his throne, 

And almo!t make omnipotence our own 

We force the gates of heav'n by fervent . 
And call forth triumphs out of man's deſpair. 

Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes 
And bleeding heart in filence to the ſkies, 
Devoutly ſad— Then bright'ning, like the day, 
When fudden winds ſweep ſcatter d clouds away, 
Shining in majeſty till now unknown, 

And breathing life and ſpirit ſcarce her own ; 
She, riſing, ſpeaks: * If theſe the terms 

Here Guilford, cruel Guilford, (barb'rous man 
Is this thy love?) as ſwift as lightning ran; 
O'erwhelm'd her, with tempeſtuous ſorrow fraught, 
And ſtifled in its birth the mighty thought : 
Then, burſting forth into a flood of tears, 

Fierce, reſolute, delirious with his fears, 
His fears for her alone, he beat his breaſt, 
And thus the fervour of his ſoul expreſt: 
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« Oh! let thy thought o'er our paſt converſe rove, 

« And ſhew one moment uninflam'd with love! 

« Oh! if thy kindneſs can no longer laſt, 

« In pity to thyſelf, forget the palt ! 

« Flſe wilt thou never, void of ſhame and fear, 

© Pronouncehis doom, whom thou haſt held ſo dear. 

& Thou, who haſt took me to thy arms, and ſwore 

c Empires were vile, and fate could give no more: 

«© That to continue, was its utmoſt pow'r, 

And make the future like the preſent hour. 

Nov call a ruffian; bid his cruel ſword 

Lay wide the boſom of thy worthleſs lord; 

«*« Transfix his heart, (ſince you its love diſclaim) 

« And ſtain his honour with a traitor's name. 

« This might perhaps be borne without remorſe; 

«« But ſure a father's pangs will have their force. 

*© Shall his goud ape, ſo near its journey's end, 

*© Through cruel tormeat to the grave delcend ? 

« His ſhallow blood all iſſue at a wound, 

*< Waſh a ſlave's feet, and ſmoke upon the ground? |, 

«© But he to you has ever been ſevere; 

„Then take your vengeance” — Suffolt now dre 

Bending beneath the burden of his care; [near; 

His robes neglected, and his head was bare. 

Decrepid winter, in the yearly ring, 

Thus ſlowly creeps to meet the blooming ſpring. 

Downward he caſt a melancholy look, 

Thrice turn'd to hide his grief; then faintly ſpoke. 

Nou deep in years, and forward in decay, 

*© That axe can only rob me of a day: 

For three, my ſoul's deſire, I can't refrain; 

And ſhall my tears, my laſt tears, flow in vain? 
F 3 
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* When you ſhall know a mother's tender name, 

My heart's diſtreſs no longer will you blame.“ 
At this, afar his burſting groans were heard; 

The tears ran trickling down his ſilver beard : 

He ſnatch'd her hand, which to his lips he preſt, 

And bid ber plant a dagper in his breaſt ; 

Then, ſinking, call'd her piety unjuſt, 

Ard ſoil'd his hoary temples in the duſt. 

Hard-hearted men! will you no mercy know ? 

Has the queen brib'd you to diſtreſs her foe ? 

O weak deſerters to misfortune's part, 

By taiſe affection thus to pierce her heart ! 

When ſhe had ſoar d, to let your arrows fly, 

And fetch her bleeding from the middle ſky ? 

And can her virtue, {pringing from the ground, 

Her flight recover, and diſdain the wound, 

When cleaving lot e, and human int'reſt, bind 

The broken force of her aſpiring mind ? 

As round the gen'rous eagle, which in vain 

Exerts her ſtrength, the ſerpent wreaths his train, 

Her ſtruggling wings entangles, curling plies 

His pois nous tail, and ſtings her as ſhe flies. 
 Whileyet the blow's firft dreadful weight ſhe feels, 

And with its force her reſolution reels; 

Large doors, unfolding with a mournful ſound, 

To view diſcover, welt ring on the ground, 

Three headleſs trunks of thoſe, whoſe arms main- 

tain'd, 

And in her wars immortal glory gain'd. 

The lifted axe aſſur'd her ready doom, 

And ſilent mourners ſadden'd all the room. 


or, VANQUISH'D LOVE. 67 


Shall I proceed, or here break off my tale, 
Nor truths, to ſtagger human faith, reveal ? 
She met this utmoſt malice of her fate 
With Chriſtian dignity, and pious ſtate. 
The beating ſtorm's propitious rape ſhe bleſt, 
And all the martyr triumph'd in her breaſt, 
Her /ord and father, for a moment's ſpace, 
She ſtrictly folded in her ſoft embrace; 
Then thus ſhe ſpoke, while angels heard on high, 
And ſudden gladneſs fmil'd along the ſky. 
© Your over-fondneſs has not mov'd my hate; 
6 am well pleas'd you make my death ſo great. 
joy I cannot ſave you, and have giv'n 
Two lives, much dearer.than my own, to heav'n, 
If fo the queen decrees “: But I have cauſe 
* To hope my blood will fatisfy the laws; 
« And there is mercy (till for you in ſtore: 
© With me the bitterneſs of death is o'er. 
He ſhot his ſting in that farewell embrace; 
% And all, that is to come, is joy and peace. 
Then let miſtaken ſorrow be ſuppreſt, 
Nor ſeem to envy my approaching reſt.“ 
Then, turning to the miniſters of fate, 
She, ſmiling, ſays, My victory's complete: 
* And tell your queen, I thank her for the blow, 
« And prieve my pratitude I cannot ſhow : 
« A poor return I leave, in England's crown, 
For everlaſting pleaſure, and renown. 
„Her guilt alone allays this happy hour; 
Her guilt, the oz/y vengeance in her pow'r.“ 
Not Rce, untouch'd with ſorrow, heard her fate; 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 


® Here ſhe embraces them. 


LOVE or FAME, 
THR. 
UNIVERSAL PASSION. 
Ss: 


Seven CHARACTERISTICAL 


S A 40S 


—Fulgente trahit conſtrictes gloria curru 
Non minus ignotos, generoſis. Hos. 


| 


The PREFACE. 


HESE Satires have been favourably received at 
home and abroad. I am not conſcious of the leaſt 
malevolence to any particular perſon through all the 
characters; though ſome perſons may be ſo ſelfiſh, as to 
engroſs a general application to themſclves. A writer 
in polite letters ſhould be content with reputation, the 
private amuſement he finds in his compoſitions, the good 
.nluence they have on his ſeverer ſtudics, that admiſſion 
they. give him to his ſuperiors, and the poſſible good 
ect they may have on the public; or elſe he ſhould 
'OIn to his politeneſs ſome more lucrative qualification. 
But it is poſſible that ſatire may not do much good. 
Men may riſe in their aſſections to their follies, as they 
do to their friends, when they are abuſed by others. It 
is much to be feared that miſconduct will never be chaced 
out of the world by /atire; all therefore that is to be ſaid 
tor it, is, that miſconduct will certainly be never chaced 
out of the world by ſatire, if no fatircs are written: nor 
ts that term unapplicable to graver compoſitions. Ethics, 
Heathen, and Chriſtian, and the ſcriptures themſelves, 
are, in a great meaſure, a /atire on the weakneſs and 
iniquity of men; and ſome part of that ſatire is in verſe 
oo. Nay, in the firſt ages, philoſophy and poetry were 
the ſame thing; wiſdom wore no other dreſs. So that, 
1 hope, theſe fatires will be the more eaſily pardoned 
that misfortune by the ſevere. Nay, hiſloriaus themſelves 
may be confdered as ſatiriſts, and ſatiriſts moſt ſevere ; 
ſince ſuch are moſt human actions, that to relate, is to 
exp2/a them. 

No man can converſe much in the world, but, at what 
he meets with, he muſt either be inſenſible, or grieve, or 
be angry, or ſmile. Some paſſion (it we are not impaſ- 
ive) muſt be moved; for the general conduct of man- 
kind is, by no means, a thing indiferent, to a reaſonable 
and yirtnous mau. Now to ſmile at it, and turn 4t inte 
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ridicule, 7 think moſt eligible ; as it hurts ourſelves leaſt, 
and gives vice and folly the greateſt offence : and that 
for this reaſon ; becauſe what men aim at by them, is, 
generally, public opinion and eſteem. Which truth is 
the ſubject of the following ſatires; and joins them to- 
gether, as ſeveral branches from the ſame root. An unity 
of deſign, which has not, I think, in a ſet of ſatires, been 
attempted before. 

Laughing at the miſconduct of the world, will, in a 
great meaſure, caſe us of any more diſagreeable paſſion 
about it. One paſſion is more cſſectually driven out by 
another, than by reaſon; whatever ſome may teach. For 
to reaſon we owe our paſhons : had we not reaſon, we 
ſhould not be offended at what we find amiſs. And the 
anſe ſeenis not to be the natural cure of any ed. 

Morcover, laugiing /atire bids the faireſt for ſucceſs. 
"The world is too proud to be fond of a ſerious tutor: 
and when an author 45 in a paſſion, the laugh, generally, 
as in converſation, turns againſt him. This kind of ſa- 
tire only has any delicacy in it. Of this delicacy Horace 
is the beſt maſter: he appears in good humour while he 
cenſures; and therefore his cenſure has the more weight, 
a5 ſuppoſed to procced from judgment, not from paſſion. 
4012; is ever in a paſſion; he has little valuable but his 
eloquence and morahty: the laſt of which I have had in 
my eye, but rather for emulation, than imitation, thro' 
my whole work. 

But though I, comparatively, condemn Juvenal, in 
part of the ſixth ſatire (where the occaſion -moſt required 
it) I endeavoured to touch on his manner; but was forced 
to quit it ſoon, as diſagreeable to the writer, and reader 
too. Beileau has joined both the Roman ſatiriſts with great 
ſucceſs; but has too much of Juvenal in his very ſerious 
ſatire on woman, which ſhould have been the gayeſt of 
all. An excellent critic of our own commends Boileau's 
cloſeneſs, or, as be calls it, pre{/neſs, particularly: where- 
as it appears to me, that repetition is his fault; if any 
fault ſhould be imputcd to him. 
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Thore are fome proſe ſatiriſts of the greateſt delicacy 
end wit; the laſt of which can never, or ſhould never 
ſucceed, without the former. An author, without it, be- 
trays too great a contempt of mankind, and opinion of 
himſelf; which are bad advocates for reputation and ſuc- 
cels. What a difference is there between the merit, if 
not the wit, of Cervantes and Raveicis / the laſt has a par- 
» ticular art of throwing a great deal of genius and learning 
into frolic and jeſt; but the genius and the ſcholar is all 
vou can admire; you want the gentleman to converſe 
with in him. He is like a criminal who receives his lite 
for ſome ſervices : you commend, but you pardon too. 
Indecency offends our pride, as men; and our unaſſected 
taſte, as judges of compoſition. Nature has wiſely form- 
cd us with an averſion to it : and he that ſucceeds in 
ſpite of it, is, Aliena venia, quam ſua providentia tuti.” 
Such wits, like falſe oracles of old, (which were wits 
and cheats) ſhould ſet up for reputation among the weak, 
in ſome Boeotia, which was the land of oracles ; for the 
wiſe will hold them in coatempt. Some wits too, like 
oracles, deal in ambiguities ; but not with equal ſucceſs; 
for though ambiguities are the fir excellence of an impo- 
ſtor, they are the lat of a wit. 
' Some ſatirical wits and humoriſts, like their father La- 
4 Ccian, laugh at every thing indiſcriminately : which betrays 
ſuch a poverty of wit, as cannot afford to part with any 
' thing; and ſuch a want of virtue as to poſtpone it to a 
+ jeſt. Such writers encourage vice and folly, which they 
pretend to combat, by ſetting them on an equal foot with 
better things: and while they labour to bring every thing 
* into contempt, how can they expect their own part 
| ſhould eſcape ? Some French writers, particularly, are guil- 
1 ty of this in matters of the laſt conſequence, and ſome 
of our own. They that are for leſſening the true digni- 
ty of mankind, are not ſure of being ſucceſsful, but wich 
xegard to one individual in it. It is this conduct that juſt- 
ly makes a wit a term of reproach. 
Vor. I. G 
* Val. Max. 
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Which puts me in mind of Plato's fable of the birth of 
Love; one of the prettieſt fables of all antiquity ; which 
will bold likewiſe with regard to modern Poetry, Love, 
ſays he, is the ſon of the goddeſs Poverty, and the god of 
Riches : he has from his father his daring genius; his ele- 
vation of thought; his building caſtles in the air; his 
prodigality; his negle& of things ſerious and uſeful; his 
vain opinion of his own merit, and his affectation of pre- 
ference and diſtinction. From his mother he inherits his 
indigence, which makes him a conſtant beggar of favours ; 
that importunity with which he begs ; his flattery ; his 
ſervility; his fear of being deſpiſed, which is inſeparable 
from him. This addition may be made, diz. That Poetry, 
like Love, is a little ſubject to blindne/s, which makes her 
miſtake her way to preferments and honour ; that ſhe has 
her ſatirical quiver ; and laſtly, that ſhe retains a dutiful 
admiration of her father's family ; but divides her fa- 
vours, and generally lives with her mother's relations. 

However, this is not neceſſity, but choice: were wiſdom 
her governeſs, ſhe might have much more of the father 
than the mother ; eſpecially ia ſuch an age as this, which 
ſhews a duc paſhon ſor her charms. 
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= Tanto major famat-ſitis eſt, quam 
| Virtutis. 
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Y verſe is ſatire; Dor/et lend your ear, 
And patronize a mule you cannot fear, 
| To poets ſacred is a Dor/ct's name, 
Their wonted paſſport through the gates of fame; 
| It bribes the partial reader into praile, 
*- And throws a glory round the ſhelter'd lays; 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can ſee, 
And gives applauſe to B e, or to me. 
But you decline the miſire/s we purſue; 
Others are fond of fame, but fame of you. 
Inſtructive ſatire, true to virtue's caule ! 
Thou ſhining ſupplement of public /aws ! 
When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our ſilence, and demand our rage; 
When prurchas'd follies, from each diltant land, 
Like arts improve in Britain's ſkilful hand; 
When the /aw ſhews her teeth but dares not bite, 
And South. ſea treaſures are not brought to light; 
8 When churchmen ſcripture for the claſſics quit, 
Polite apoſtates from Gop's grace to unt; 
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When men grow great from their revenue ſpent, 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; 
When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 
Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore ; 
To chafe our ſpleen when themes like theſe increaſe, 
Shall panegyric reign, and cenſure ceaſe * 

Shall pee, like Jau, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications waſh an Aethicp white, 
Set up each ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe ſhines, as trophirs on a poſt * | 
Shall fun'ral eloquence her colours ſpread, 
And ſcatter roſes on the wealthy dead? 
Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 
And ſatiriſe with nothing—but their prai/e ? 

y ſlumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful train, | 
Nor bears that virtue, which he loves, complain? 
Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rocheſter are dead, 

And guilt's chief foe in Addiſon is fled ; 
Cengreve, who crown'd with laurels fairly won, 
Sits ſmiling at the goal while others run, 

Te will not write; and (more provoking till!) 
Ye gods! he will not write, and Maevius will. 

Doubly diſtreſs'd, what author ſhall we find 
Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, 

The courtly “ Roman's ſhining path to tread, 
And ſharply ſmile prevailing folly dead? 

Will no ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 

And ſave me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 
Tho' vain the ſtrife, 11 ſtrive my voice to raiſe. 
What will not men attempt for /acred praiſe © 


— 
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The love of praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by art, 
Reigns more or leſs, and glows in ev'ry heart : 
The proud to gain it toils on toils endure ; 
The modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. 
O'er globes, and ſceptres, now, on thrones it ſwells ; 
Now, trims the midnight lamp in college cells. 
"Tis tory, whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in ſenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades. 
Here, to S e's humour makes a bold pretence; | 
There, bolder aims at P y's eloquence, 
It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 
Nor ends with /ife ; but nods in ſable plumes, 
Adorn; our hearſe, and flatters on our tombs, 

What is not proud? the pimp is proud to lee 
So many like himſelf in high degree: 

The whore is proud, her beauties are the dread 
Of peeviſh virtue, and the marriage-bed ; 

And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims born 
To ſlaughter, glories in his giided horn. 

Some po to church, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they*/vok, another way they ſteer, 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear; 
And when their fins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'il find that their religion has beca one. 

Others, with wiſhful eyes, on glory look, 
When they have got their peur; tow'rds a book, 
Or pompous title, like a gaud, ſign 
Meant to betray dull ſots to wretched wine. 

If at nis title 7 had drop'd his quill, 
might have pait for a great genius ſtill; 
G 3 
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But T-— alas! (excuſe him, if you can) 


Is now a /cribbler, who was once a man. 

Imperious ſome a claſſic fame demand, 

For heaping up with a laborious hand 
A wappon-load of meanings for ene word, 
While 5's depos'd, and B with pomp reſtor d. 

Some for rencun on (craps of learning doat, 
And think they grow immortal as they gute. 
To patch work learn'd quotations ate ally'd, 
Both ſtrive to make our poverty our pride. 

On z2/aſs how witty is a noble peer 
Did ever diamond coſt a man fo dear? 

Polite diſeaſes make ſome idiots pain, 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we lee; 
And (ſtranger ſtill!) of blockheads fl.ttery, 
Whoſe praiſe defames ; as if a fool ſhould mean 
By ſpitting on your face to make it clean. 

Nor is't enough all hearts are ſwoln with pride, 
Her power is miphty, as her realm is wide. 

W hat can ſhe not perform ? the love of fame 
Made bold Alphonſus his Creator blame, 
Empedocles hurl'd down the burning lteep, 

Aud (ſtronger ſtill !) made Alexander weep. 

Nay, it holds Delia from a ſecond bed, 

Tho' her lov'd lord has four half months been dead. 

This paſſion with a pimple have I ſeen 
Retard a cauſe and pive à judge the ſpleen. 

By this inſpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot) 

Some lerds have learn'd to /pel/, and ſome to tut. 
It makes Cloboſe a ſpeaker in the houſe; 

He hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſc. 
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It makes dear ſelf on well · bred tongues prevail, 
And I the little hero of each tale. 

Sick with the /ove of fame, what throngs pour in, 
Unpeeple court, and leave the /enate thin? 
My growing ſubject leems but juſt begun, 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 
Aid me, g eat Hemer! with thy epic rules 
To take a catalogue of Britiſh fools. 
Satire! had I thy Dor/et's force de, ine, 
A knave or fool ſhou'd periſh in each line; 
Tho? for the firſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, 
And for the laſt alk Creſham intercede. 

Begin. Who firſt the cata/ogue ſhall grace 
To guality belongs the highett place. 
My lord comes forward; forward let him come 
Ye vulgar! at your peril give him room: 
He ſtands for fame on his foretather's feet, 
By heraldry prov'd valiant or diſcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three deſcenti leis wile | 

If virtues at his noble hands you crave, 

| You bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave. 
Men ſhould preis forward in fame's glorious chace; 
Nobles look backward, and to lole the race. 

Let high birth triumph! W bat can be more great? 
Nothin but met it in a low eſtate. 
To virtue's humbleſt fon let none prefer 
Vice. tho' deſcended from tie Cogqueror. 
Shall men, like figures, pals for high or baſe, 
Slight, or important, only by their place? 
Titles are marks of honz/t men and wiſe; 
The fool, or knave that wears a title, 4g. 
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They that on glorious anceſtors enlarge, 
Produce their debt, inſtead of their diſcharge. 
Dorſet, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their Nhe, g 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine. | 

Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the muſe muſt own 
We want not fools to buy that Briſto/ ſtone, 
Mean ſons of earth, who on a South-ſea .ide 
Of full ſucceſs ſwam into wealth, and pride, 
Knock with a purſe of gold at Anſtis' gate, 

And beg to be deſcended from the great. 

When inen of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 

They ligut a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe governinents which curb not evils, cauſe ; 
And a rich knave's a /:5:/ on our /aws, 

Belus with ſolid g/cry will be crown'd; 

He buys no phantom, no vain empty fond, 

But bui/ds himſelf a name: and to be great, 
Sinks in a quarry an immenſe eſtate; 

la coſt, and grandeur, C—— dos be'l] out- do, 
And B ton, thy taſte is not fo true. 

The pile is finiſn'd, every toil is pat, 

And full perfection is arriv'd at laſt; 

When lo! my lerd to ſome ſmall corner runs, 
And leaves ſtate rooms to „rangers aud to duns. N 

The man who builds, and wants wherewita to pay, 
Provides a home from which to run away. 

In Britain what is many a lordly ſeat, 
But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate? 

In ſmaller compaſs lyes Pgmalion's fame; 
Not domes, but antique ſtatues. are his fla me; 

Not F t—7z's (elf more Pai ian char ms nas known; 
Nor is good P—b—ke more in love with ſtone. 
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The bailiffs come (rude men, profanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold; L 
« No, firs, he cries, I'll ſooner rot in jail. 
Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for Engli/þ bail?” 
Such beads might make their very 5g laugh; 
His daughter ſtarves, but“ Cleopatra's ſafe, 
Men. overloaded with a large eſtate, 
May ſpill their treaſure in 2 nice conceit; 
The rich may be polite, but oh! *tis ſad 
To ſay you're curious, when we [wear you're mad. 
Ry your revenue meaſure your expence, 
And to your funds and acres join your ſenſe. 
No man is bleſt by accident or gui, 
True w:/dom is the price of happineſs ; 
Yet few without long diſcipline are ſage, 
And our zouth only lays up ſighs for age. 

But how, my muſe, canſt thou reſiſt ſo long - 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy moſt inviting theme ? The court affords 
Much food for ſatire, it abounds in lords. 
What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a prin ?”? 
One is juſt ont, and one as lately in. 

* How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 
On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride? 
Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns thro' all, 
Attends our glory, nor deſerts our fall. 
As in its home, it triumphs in high-place, 
And frowns a haughty exile in di/grace. 
Some lords it bids admire their wands ſo white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviſh'd fight; 
Some lords it bids reſign, and turn their wands, 
Like Mo/es, into ferpents in their hands. 

A famous ſtatue. 
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Theſe fink, as divers, for renown ; and boaſt 
With pride inverted of their honours leſt, 
But agaiaſt reaſon ſure tis equal fin 
To boaſt of merely being out, or in. 

What numbers, here, thro' odd ambition ſtrire 
To ſeem the moſt tranſported things alive? 
As if by joy, deſert was underſtood, 
And all the fortunate were wi/e and good. 
Hence aching boſoms wear a viſage gay, 
And ſtifled groans frequent the ball, and play. 
Completely dreſt by“ Monteuil, and grimace, 
They take their Birth. day ſuit, and pb lie face: 
Their ſmiles are only part of what they wear, 
Put off at night with lady B——'S$ hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half ſo bad; 
With anxious care they labour to be glad. 


What numbers, here, would into fame advance, 


Conſcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance ? 
The tavern! park aſſembly ! maſque ! and play 
Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day! 
That wheel of fops! that ſaunter of the town ! 
Call it dier ſion, and the pill goes down; 
Fools prin on fools, and Stoic- like, ſupport, 
Without one ſigh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing to the wi/e and goo, 
But ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. 

High ſtations tumult, but not 6543/5 create; 
None think the great unhappy, but the great; 
Fools gaze, and envy z envy darts a ſting, 
Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king. 


* A famous taylor. 


Sar. I. The UNIVERSAL PASSION. 83 


I envy none their pageantry and (tow, 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. 
Give me, indulgent gods! with mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs heart, to range tbe ſylvan ſcene. 
No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 
No well-bred hate, or ſervile grandeur there: 
There pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 
The /enſe is raviſn'd, and the // is bleſt ; 
On every thorn delightful wiſdom grows, 
In every rill a ſweet inſtruction flows, | 
But ſome, wntaught, o'erhear the whiſp'ring rill, 
In ſpite of ſacred leiſure blockheads ſtill; 
Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native ſoil, the drawing room. 

The /quire is proud to ſee his courſer ſtrain, 
Or well-breath'd beagles ſweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hyppolitus, (whoſe drink is ale, 
Whoſe erudition is a Chriſtmas-tale, 

M hoſe miſtreis is ſaluted with a ſmack, 

And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back) 
When thy ſleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 

Is that thy praiſe? let Ringwood's fame alone ; 
Juſt Ringwood leaves each animal his own, 

Nor envies when a gypſy yow commit, 

And ſhake the clumſy bench with country wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull things have ſaid, 
And then aſk pardon for the je/t you made. 

Here breathe, my mule ! and then thy taſk renew. 
Ten thouſand fools unſung are ſtill in view. 
Fewer lay-atheiſts made by church-debates ; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eſtates: 
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Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind ; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 
Fewer grave lords to Se diſcreetly bend; 
And tewer /hcc&s a ſtateſman gives his friend. 
Is there a man of an eternal vein, 
Who lulls the town in winter with his ſtrain, 
A. Khun. mer chants the reigning laſs, 
And i{weetly whiſtles, as the waters pals ? 
Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup, 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth epic mounts to fame ? 
Such, and ſuch only might exhauſt my theme; 
Nor would theſe heroes of the talk be glad; 
For who can write ſo faſt as men run mad? 


Le” 
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Y muſe, proceed, and reach thy deſtin'd end; 

V Tho! toil and danger the bold taſk attend. 
Heroes and gods make other poems fine, © 
Plain ſatire calls for /en/c in every line. 
Then, to what ſwarms thy faults I dare expoſe ! 
All friends to vice and folly, are thy foes. 
When ſuch the foe, a war eternal wage, 
"Tis moſt ill nature to repreſs thy rage; 
And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler muſe excite, 
li glory in the verſe I did not write. 

So weak are human-kind by nature made, 
Or to ſuch weakneſs by their vice betray'd, 
Almighty vanity! to thee they owe 
Their zeſt of pleaſure, and their Balm of woe. 
Thou, like the ſun, all colours doſt contain, 
Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain. 
For every ſoul finds reaſons to be proud, 
Tho' hifs'd, and hooted by the pointing croud. 

Warm in purſuit of foxes, and renown, 
* Hyppolitus demands the ſylvan crown: 
But Florio's fame, the product of a ſhow'r, 
Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flow'r ! 
Why teems the earth ? why melt the vernal ſkies? 
Why ſhines the ſun ? to make + Pau Diac t riſe. 
From morn to night has Florjo gazing ſtood, 
And wonder'd how the gods could be fo good. 


* This refers to the firſt ſatire. 
+ The name of a tulip. 
01. 1. H 
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What ſhape! what hue! was ever nymph ſo fair! 
He doats! he dies! he too is rooted there. 
O ſolid bliſs! which nothing can deſtroy, 
Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 
In fame's full bloom lyes F/orio down at night, 
And wakes next day a moſt inglorious wight ; 
The tulip's dead! See thy fair ſiſter's fate, 
OC and be kind ere tis too late. 

Nor are thoſe enemies I meation'd all; 
Beware, O floriſt, thy ambition's fall. 
A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame; 
A Quaker ſerv'd him, Adam was his name. 
To one lov'd tulip oft the maſter went, 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent; { 
But came, and miſt it one ill-fated hour. 

He rag'd! he roar'd? What demon cropt my 
flower!“ | 
Serene, quoth Mam, Lo! *twas cruſh'd by me; 
* Fall'y is the Baa/ to which thou bow'dſt thy 

knee.“ 
*« But all men want ammſement; and what crime 
In ſuch a paradiſe to fool their time? 
None: but u by proud of this? to fame they ſoar; 
We grant the; re idle, if they'll aſk no more. 
We ſmile at floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy : 
But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 
Survey with envy, and purſue with fire ? 
What's he, who ſighs for wealth, or fame, or pow'r? 
Another F/orio doating on a flow'r ; 
A ſhort-liv'd flow'r, and which has often ſprung 
From ſordid arts, as F/oric's out of dung. 
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With what, O Codrus / is thy fancy ſ.nit? 
The flow'r of learning, and the % om of wit. 

Thy gaudy ſhelves with crimſon bindings glow, 
And Epiftetus is a perfect beau. | 
How fit for thee bound up in crimſon too, 

Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view ? 
Thy books are furniture. Methiaks tis hard 
That ſcience ſhould be purchas'd by the yard, 
And 7, turn'd upholſterer, ſend home, 
The gilded leather to fit ap thy room. 

If not to ſome peculiar end deſign'd, | 
Study's the ſpecious trifling of the mind; ! 
Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 

; A chace for port alone, and not for game: 
| Il bo, ſure they who the mere volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the quarry lyes. 
On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
Rut found at length that it reduc'd his rent; 
His farms were flown; when lo! a ſale comes on, 
A choice collection! what is to be done? 
Isle ſells his /aſt; for he the whole will buy; 
Sells ev'n his houſe, nay wants whereon to ly: 
So high the generous ardor of the man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Oriental ran. 
When terms were drawn, and brought him by the 
clerk, 
Lorenzo ſign'd the bargain—with his mark. 
Unlearved men of books aſſume the care, 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 
Not in his author's /zveries alone 
Is Cedru erudite ambition ſhown, 
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Editions various, at high prices bought, 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thought ; 
And, to this coſt, another muſt ſucceed, 
To pay a ſage, who ſays that he can read, 
Who titles knows, and indexes has ſeen ; 
But leaves to what lyes between; 
Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud expence z 
And humbly is contented with their ſenſe. 
. whole accompliſhments make good 
The þ! 0mi/e of a long illuſtrious blood; 
In arts, and uE r, eminently grac'd, 
The ſtricteſt bonowr./ and the fineſt taſte / 
Accept this verſe ; if ſatire can agree 
With fo conſummate an humanity. 
By your example would Hilario mend, 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who, with the charnis of his own genius ſmit, 
Conceives all rirtues are compriz'd in wit ? 
But time his fervent petulance may cool ; 
For tho' he is a wit, be is no fool. 
In time he'll learn to , not waſte his ſenfe, 
Mor make a frailty of an excellence. 
He ſpares nor friend, nor foe ; but calls to mind, 
Like doorm/day, all the faults of all mankind. 
What though wzt tickles ? tickling is unſafe, 
If (till "tis painful white it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being /mart; 
Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart ? 
Parts may be prais'd, good · nature is ador d: 
"Then draw your wit as ſeldom as your ſword, 
And never on the weak ; or you'll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here, 


Sar. Il. The UNIVERSAL PASSION. 8g 


| As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 

So wit is by politeneſs ſh irpeſt ſet : 

Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen ; 
Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely kern. 
The fame men give is for the joy they ind; 
Dull is the jeſter, when the joke's unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks hi nſelf a wit, 
To pay my compliment what place ſo fit? 
His moſt facetious “ letters came to hand, 
Which my firſt ſatire ſweetly repri nand. 

| If that a ju offence to Mircus gave, 

| Say, Marcus, which art thou, a foul, or &:2ve * 

For all but ſuch with caution 1 rorbore ; 

| That thou waſt either, I ne'er kneœ before: 

I know thee now, both what thou art, and who ; 

| No mik ſo good. bat Mie, mult ſhine through, 
Falſe names ate vain, thy lines their author tell; 
Thy be't concealment had been writing we. 
But thou a brave negled of fame halt ſhawn, 

Of ethers fame, great genius! and thy own. 

Wiite on unheeded, and this maxim know, 

The man who pardon, diſappoints his foe. 
In malice to proud wzts, ſo ne proudly lull 

Their pe-01/þ reaſon, vain of being dull; 

W ben ſome home joke has ſtuag their enn ſouls, 
In vengeance they determine to be fools ; 
Tbro' ſpleen, that {zrt/e nature gave, make 4%, 
Qiite zealous in the ways of heavineſs ; f 
To /umps inanimate a fondneſs take, 

And diſinherit ſons that are awake. 


| Letters ſeat to the author, ſigned Marc. 
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Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would ſpit, 
Moſt barbarouſly tell you © He: a wit.” 
Poor negroes, thus, to ſhew their burning ſpite 
To Cacodemons, ſay, they're dev liſh white. 

L ampridius from the bottom of his breaſt 
Sighs o'er one child, but triumphs in the reſt. 
How juſt his grief one carries in his head 
A leſs proportion of the father's lead; 

And is in danger, without ſpecial grace, 

To riſe above a juſtice of the peace. 

The dunghill-breed of men a diamond ſcorn, 

And teel a paſſion for a grain of corn, 

Some ſtupid, plodding, money-loving wight, 

Who wins their hearts by knowing black trom white, 
Who with much pains exerting 4 his ſenſe, 

Can range aright his ſaillings, pounds, and pence. 

Ihe booby-father craves a booby fon, 

And by heav'n's b/eJing thinks bimſelf undone. 

Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea, 
One learns to liſp, another not to (ce ; 

Miſs D totteriug catches at your hand; 
Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ! 

Whilſt theſe what nature gave, dilown thro' pride, 
Others affet what nature has deny d, 

What nature has deny'd, fouls will purſue, 

As apes are ever walking upon tuo. 

Craſſus, a grateful ſage, our awe and ſport ! 
Supports grave forms, for forms the ſage ſupport, 
He hems, and cries, with an important air, 

« If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair:“ 
Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true, 
Aud adds, ' The learn'd delight in fomething new.” 
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Ist not enough the blockbead ſcarce can read, 
But muſt he wi/elz look, and gravely plead? 
As far a formaliſt from wi/dom lits, 

In judging eyes, as libertines from wits. 

Theſe ſubtle wights (lo blind are mortal men, 
Tho' ſatire couch them with her keeneſt pen) 
For ever will hang out a ſolemn face, 

To put off nonſenſe with a better grace: 
As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 
Illuſtrious mark! where pins are to be (old, 

What's the bent bro , or neck in thought reclin'd * 

The boy's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 

A man of ſenſe can artifice diſdain, 

As men of wealth may venture to go plain, 
And be this truth eternal ne'er forgot, 
Solemnity's a cover for a /ot. 

find the foo/, when I behold the freer ; 
For 'tis the wiſe man's intereſt to be /cer.. 

Hence, , that openneſs of heart, 

And Juſt diſdain for that poor mimic art; 
Hence (manly praiſe!) that manner nobly free, 
Which all admire, and I commend in thee. 

With generous ſcorn how oft halt thou ſurvey'd 
Of court aud town the noonetide maſquerade, 
Where ſwarms of kzaves the vizor quite diſgrace, 
And hide ſecure behind a naked face? 

Where nature's end of language is declin'd, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind ; 
Where generous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 
And he who truſts a brother is undone. 

Theſe all their care expend on outward ſhew 
For wealth, and fame; for fame alone, the beat. 
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Of late at White's was young Florello ſeen. 
How blank his look ! how diſcompos'd his mein ! 
So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign 
Suni were his ſpirits; for his coat was plain. 
Next day his breaſt regain'd its wonted peace, 
His health was mended with a ſt/ver /ace. 
A curious artiſt long inur'd to toils 
Of pentler fort, with combs, and fragrant oi, 
Whether by chance, or by ſome god inſpir'd, 
So touch'd his cri, his mighty ſoul was fir'd. 
The well. ſwoln ties an equal homage claim, 
And either ſhoulder has its ſhare of fame; 
His ſumptuous watch-caſe, tho“ conceal'd it lyes, 
Like a good conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplies. 
He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain!) 
St fe in wit, in breeding D [ ne. 
Whene'er by ſeeming chance he throws his eye 
On mirrors that reflect his Tian dye, 
With how ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart ? 
But tate ordains that deareſt friends muait part. 
In active meaſures brought from France he wheels, 
And triumphs conſcious of his learned heels. 
So have 1 leen. on ſome bright ſummer's day, 
A calf of genius, debonnair, and gay, 
Dance on the bank, as it inſpir'd by fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellcw in the ſtream. 
Moroſe is ſuuk with ſhame, whene'er ſurpris'd 
In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd. 
No ſublunary chance his veſtments fear, 
Valu'd, like leopards, as their /pots appear. 
A fam'd ſurtout he wears, which once was blue, 


And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe. 
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One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim !) 
Lerell'd her barbarous needle at his fame; 
But open force was vain ; by night ſhe went, 
And, while he ſlept, ſurpris'd the darling rent ; 
Where yawn'd the frieze is now become a doubt, 
And glory at one entrance quite ſhut out “. 

He ſcorns Florello, and Forelle him; 
This hates the thy creature, that the prim: 
Thus in each other both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes ; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim : 
The /{open, and the fopling are the ſame. 

Ye whips and tories ! thus it fares with you, 
When party rage too warmly you purſue; 
T.icn both club nonſenſe, and impetuous pride, 
And folly joins whom ſentiments divide. 
You vent your ſpleen, as monkeys, when they paſs, 
Scratch at the mimic-monkey in the glaſs, 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both ſides ſhall ſtand for fools alone. 

* But who art thou?” (methinks Flarello cries) 
Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe? 
Since ſmalleſt things can give aur fins a twitch, 
As croſſing ſtraws retard a paſſing witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 
I'll conjure thus ſome profit out of thee. 
O Txov myſelf! abroad our counſels roam, 
And, like ill huſbands, take no care at home: 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And Love of Fame lyes throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wiſe means to gain it haſt thou choſe ? 
Know, fame and fortune both are made of proſe. 

* MILTON. 
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Is thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 

Thou unambitious fool, at this late time? 
While la moment name, a moment's paſt z 
I'm nearer death in this verſe than the /aff. 
What then is to be done? Be wiſe with ſpeed: 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what fo fooliſh as the chace of Fame? 
How vain the prise! how impotent our aim 
For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
But bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, 

That riſe, and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
Bern, and ſo got, ten thouſand in an hour 
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Ong, Dodington, in debt, I long have ſought 
To eaſe the burden of my grateful thought; 
And now a poet's gratitude you ſee, 
Grant him two favours, and he'll aſk for three + 
For whoſe the preſent glory, or the gain! 
You give protection, I a worthlels ſtrain. 
You love, and feel the poet's ſacred flame, 
And know the baſis of a ſolid fame; 
Tho' prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
| You read with all the malice of a friend; 
Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 
But, more to raiſe my verſe conceal your own. 
An ill-tim'd modeſty ! Turn ages o'er, 
When wanted Britain bright examples more ? 
Her learning, and her genius too decays, 
And dark, and cold are her declining days. 
As if men.now were of another caſt, 
They meanly live on alms of ages paſt. 
Nen ſtill are men, and they who boldly dare, 
Shall triumph o'er the ſons of cold deſpair ; 
y | Or, if they fail, they jultly ſtill take place 
Of ſuch, x ho run in debt for their diſgrace, 
Who borrow much, theu fairly make it known, 
And damn it with improvem:nts of their own. 
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We bring ſome new materials. and what's old 
New-caſt with care, and in no b:rrow'd mold; 
Late times the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 
And from ſour critics vindicate the muſe 
« Your work is long,” the critics cry. *Tis true, 
And lengthens ſtill, to take in fools like you: 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame, 
For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted bags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
| Renounce their four legs, and ſtzrt up on two. 
Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, 
Will I enjoy (dread feaſt!) the critic's rage, 
And with the fell deſiroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame 
Than thoſe who thunder in the critic's name ? 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in his, 
To ſee what wretches gain the praiſe they mils. 
Balbutius, muffled in his ſable cloak, 
Like an old druid from his hollow oak, 
As ravens ſolemn, and as boading, cries, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unities ! 

Ye doors ſage, who thro' Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach. 
One judges, as the weather dictates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night : 

Another judges by a ſurer gage, 

An author's principles, or parentage ; 
Since his great anceſtors in Flanders tell, 
The poem, doubtleſs, mult be written well. 
Another judges by the writer's /ook ; 
Another judges, for he 6uught the book; 
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Some judge, their knack of judging wrong to keep; 
Some judge, becaule it is too ſoon to /{cep. 

Thus all will judge, and with one ſingle aim, 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer fame. 
The very beſt am5:tiou/ly adviſe, 

Halt to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wiſe. 

Critics on verſe, as /qutbs on triumphs wait, 

Proclaim the glory, and augment the ſtate; 
Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſcribbling fry 
Burn, hifs. and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink and die. 
Rail on, my friends! what more my verſe can crown 
Than Compton's ſmile, and your obliging frown ? 

Not all on 501, their critici/m waſte; 

The genius of a di/þ ſome juſtly taſte, 

And eat their way to fame; with anxious thought 
The /a/mon is refus'd, the turtot bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the ſun's delay, 

And bids December yield the fruits of May ; 
Their various cares in one great point combine, 
The buſineſs of their lives, that ifo dine. 
Half of their preciovs day they give the feaf?, 
And, to a kind digeſlion, ſpare the reſt, 
Apicins, here, the taſter of the town, 

Feeds twice a-week, to ſettle their renown. 

Theſe worthies of the palate guard with care 

The ſacred annals of their 644/s of fare; 

In thole choice books their paneg yrics read, 

And ſcorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 

If man by f-eding well commences great, 

Much more the worm to whom that man is meat. 

To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 


Thieves of renown, and piljzrers of fame; 
Vorl.l. 
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Their front ſupplies what their ambition lacks, 
They know a thouſand lords, behind their backs. 
Cotti/ is apt to wink upon a peer, 

IV ben turn'd away, with a familiar leer; 

And V y's eyes, unmercifully keen, 


Have murder'd fops, by whom ſhe ne'er was ſeen. 


Niger adopts ſtray libels, wiſely prone 

To covet ſhame (till greater than his own. 
Bathzllus, in the winter of threeſcore, 
Belies his innocence and keeps a whore, 
Abſence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, 


Learns to miſiake, nor knows his brother's name; 


Has words and thoughts in nice di/order ſet, 

And takes a memorandum to forget. 

Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns, or blots, 

Men forge the patents, that create them ſots. 
As love of pleaſure into pain betrays, 

So moſt grow infamous thro? love of praiſe. 

But whence for praiſe can ſuch an ardor riſe, 


When thoſe, who bring that incenſe, we deſpiſe ? 


For ſuch the vanity of great and ſmall, 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 
Nor can even ſatire blame them, for tis true 
They have moſt ample cauſe for what they do. 
O fruitful] Britain doubtleſs thou waſt meant 
A nurſe of foo/s to ſtock the continent. 
Tho' Phocbus and the Nine for ever mow, 
Rank folly underneath the ſcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveſt calls me forward till, 
Till I ſurpaſs in length my lawyer's bill, 
»+ AWelch deſcent which well-paid heralds damn, 
Or, longer ſtill, a Dutchmar”s epigram. 
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When cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen, 
In comes a coxcumb, and I write again, 
See! Tityrus with merriment poſſeſt, 
Is burſt with laughter, ere he bears the jeſt; 
What need he ſtay ? for when the joke is o'er, 
His teeth will be no whiter than before. 
Is there of the/e, ye fair! ſo great a dearth, 
That you need purchaſe monkies for your mirth! 
Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admire» 
Of hou/es ſome, nay houſes that they Hire; 
Some (perfect wiſdom!) of a beauteous wife, 
And boaſt, like cordeliers, a ſcourge for life. 
Sometimes, thro pride, the ſexes change their airs, 
My lord has vapours, and my lady ſwears ; *© 
Then, ſtranger ſtil]! on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears brezches, and my lady's kind. 
To ſhew tlie ſtrength and infamy of pride, 
By all *tis follow'd, and by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there, who at once purſue 
Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it too ? 
Vincenza knows ſelf-praiſe betrays to ſhame, 
And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame: 
Makes his approach in modeſty's diſguiſe, 
To win applauſe, and takes it by ſurpriſe, 
66 To err, ſays he, in ſmall things is my fate.“ 
You know your anſwer, he's exact in great. 
% My //ile, ſays he, is rude, and full of faults.” 
But O what ſenſe ! what energy of thoughts ! 
That he wants algebra he muſt confels. 
But not a /oul to give our arms ſucc2j5. 
% Ah! that's a hit indeed, Vincenna cries; 
t But who in heat of blood was ever wile ? 
I 2 
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« Iown'twas wrong, lien thouſands call'd me back, 
« ' To make that hopelcls, ill- advis'd attack: 

« All ſay 'twas madneſs, nor dare I deny. 4 
« Sure never foul fo well deſerv'd to die.“ | 
Could %s deceive in others, to be free, 

It ne'er, | ircerna, could deceive in thee, 
Whoſc conduct is a comment to thy tongue, 
So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 
Thou on one ſeeve wilt thy revenue wear, 
And haunt the court without a proſped there. 
Are theſe expedients for renown ? Confels 
Thy itt/e /e/f, that J may ſcorn thee leſs. 

Be wile, Vircenna, and the court forſake; 
Our furtunes there, nor en, nor I ſhall make. 
Ev'n men of merit, ere their point they gain, 
In hardy jervice maxe a lorg campaign, 

Moſt manfully beſiege their patron's gate, 
And oft repuls'd, as eft attack the great, 
Witz painful art, and application warm, 

And take at laſt ſome „ittle place by ſtorm; | 
Enough to keep two /-02s5 on Sunday clean, 

And ſtarve upon diſcreetly in Sheer-Lanz, 
Already this thy fortune can afford, 

Then ſtarve without the favoyr of my lord. 
*Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men confer; _ 
But often, een in doing right, they err: 1 
From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 
They give, but think it toi to know to whom : 
The man that's nearelt, yawning they advance, 
Tis inhumanity to bleſi by chance. 

If merit ſues, and greatneſs is fo loth 

To break its downy trance, Lpity 6475. 
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grant at court, Philander, at his need, 
(Thanks to his lovely wite) finds triends indeed. 
Ot every charm and virtue ſhe's poſſeſt. 
Philander ! thou art exquilitely blelt, 
The public envy ! Now then, tis allow'd, 
The man is found, who may be ju/{/y proud: 
But, fee how ſickly is ambition's taſte ! 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and lothes a feaſt; 
For lo! Philander, of reproach afraid, 
In /ecret loves his wite, but keeps her maid. 
Some nymphs ſell reputation. others buy, 
And love a market wherethe rates run high. 
Italian mulic's ſweet, becaule tis dear ; 
Their panty is tickled, not their ear. 
Their taites would ieſſen, if the prices fell, 
And Shakei/pear's wretched ſtuff do quite as well. 
Away the diunchanted fair would throng, 
And own that Eng:i/h is their mother- tongue. 
To thew how muci our northern taites rcfne, 
Imported uy nphs our pecreſſes out - ine, 
Wine tradeſimeu ſtarve, theſe Philome is are gay; 
For gener«:us lerds had rather give, than pay. 
Be hold the maſquerade's tantaltic ſcene! 


The Ig Hueture jom'd with Dru laue! 


When Briten calls, th' emoroider'd patriots run, 
And ſerve ti. e country if the dance is done. 
* Are we not then allo d (o be polite!“ 

Yes, doubricls, but firſt let your notions right. 
Morth ot politenæ/ is the neeut d ground 
Wusre th. is wanting, th15 can uc'er be found. 
Triflers not ec int ifles can excel; 

Tis i bodies oni, pv. h well, 
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To turn a willing world from righteous ways, 
Wel, r, doſt thou thy maſter ſerve; 
Well has he ſeen his ſervant ſhould not (ſtarve. 
Thou to his name has ſplendid temples rais'd, 
In various forms of wsr/hip ſeen him prais'd, 
Gaudy devotion. like a Roman, ſhown, 
And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue v1. known. 
Inte: tor off“ ings to thy god of vice, 
Are duly paid in fiddles, cards, and dice; 
Thy la. rifice ſupreme, an hundred mails / 
That ſolemn rite of midnight maſquerades 
It maids the quite exhauſted town denies, 
An lundred head of cucko/ds may ſuffice. 
Thou {anii*ſt, well- pleas'd with the converted land, 
To ſee the fifty churches at a ſtand. 
And that thy miniitry may never fail, 
But what thy band has planted ſtill prevail, 
Ot minor prophets a ſucceſſion lure 
The propagation of thy zeal ſecure. 
See commons, peers, and miniſters of ſtate, 
In ſolemn council met, and deep debate! 
M het godlike enterprize is taking birth? 
What wonder opens on th' expecting carth ? 
*T'is done! with loud applaukc the council rings! 
Fix'd is the fate of whores, and fiddie- rings J 
Tho* bold thele truths, thou, mule, with truths 
like theſe 
Wilt none offend whom 'tis a praiſe to pleaſe. 
Let otners flatter t bt flatter'd ; thou, 
Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow. 
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How terrible it were to com mon ſenſe, 
> To write a /atire which gave none offence ! 
And, fince from /if? I take the draughts you ſee, 
If men diſlike them do they cenſure me ? 
The tool and knave *tis glorious th offend, 
And godlike an attempt the world to nend; 
The world where lucky throws to b/ockhead's fall, 
Knaves know the game, and honeſt men pay all. 
Huw hard tor real worth to gain its price? 
A man [hall make his fortune in a tiice; 
If bieſt with pliant, tho' but ſlender ſenſe, 
Feign'd modeity, and real impudence, 
A ſupple knee, ſmooth tongue, an eaſy grace, 
A curſe withiu, a {mile upon nis face, 
A beauteous hiter, or couvenient wife, 
Are prizes in the lottery of life: 
Ceuius and virtue they will ſoon defeat, 
And lodge you in the boſom of the great. 
To merit, is but to provide a pain, 
From men's refuſing what you ought to gain. 
May, Dodington, this maxim fail in you, 
Whom my preſaging thoughts already view, 
By Walpole's conduct fir'd and friendſhip grac'd, 
Stil higher in your prince's favour plac'd; 
And lending, here, thoſe awful councils aid, 
Wich you, abroad, with ſuch ſuccefs obey d: 
Bear this from one, who holds your friendibip dear; 
What molt we wiſh, with eaſe we faucy near. 


SALT K © BY. 


To the RicuT HoxXOURABLE 


Sir SPENCER COMPTON. 


OU ND ſome fair tree th' ambitious wood ine 
grows, 
And breathes her ſweets on the ſupporting boughs : 
So {« cet the ver/e. th* ambitious ve: ſe, ſhould be, 
(O! pardon nunc) that hopes ſupport from thee ; 
Thee, Compton, born o'er ſenates to preſide, 
Their dignit to raile, their ceuciis guide; 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 
And kingdoms' tates, without ambition, weigh; 
Ot diſtant virtues nice extiemes to blend, 
The croun's afſerter, and the people's friend: 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 
To liſten to the iabours of the w/e ; 
Thy {miles proted her, while thy talents fire, 
And *tis but Hf thy glory to inſpire. 
Vex'd at a public tame fo juitly x on, 
The jealous Chremes is with fpleeu undone. 
Chre 25, for airy penſions of rewown, 
Devotes his lervice to the ſiate, and crown ; 
All ichemes he knows, and knowing, all unproves, 
Tho' Britain's thanklels iti this patriot loves: 
But patriots differ; ſome may ſhed, their blood, 
He drinks his coffee, tor the public good; 
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Conſults the ſacred ſteam, and there foreſces 
What ſtorms or ſun-ſhine providence decrees; 
Knows for each day the wer ot our fate: 
A Quid-nunc is an almanac of (tate. 

You {mile, and think this ſtateſman void of uſe. 
Why may not time his ſecret worth produce? 
Since apes can roaſt the choice Ca/tinean nut, 
Since ſtzeds of genius are expert at put, 

Since half the ſenate not content can lay, 
Ceeſe nations ſave, and puppies plots betray. 

What mabes hi model realms, and counſel kings? 
An incapacity for ſmaller things. 

Poor Chremes can't conduct his own eſtate, 
And tl.ence has undertaken Eurcpe's fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Chreme,s” (kill, 

And boldly claims a province higher (til, 

To raile a name, th' ambitious boy has got 

At once a bible, and a ſhoulder-knot ; 

Deep in the ſecret, he looks thro' the whole, 

And pities the dull rogue that /aves his ſoul; 

To talk with rev'rence you mult take good heed, 
Nor ſhock his dy reaſon with the creed. 
Howe'er, well-bred, in public be complies, 
Obliging friends alone with 5/a/phemies. 

Peerage is poiſon, good eſtates are bad 
For this diſeaſe ; poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 

And falling ſtocks quite cur'd an unbelief ? 

While the ſun ſhines, Blouut talks with wond'rous 
force; 

But thunder mars /mall beer, and weak diſcaunſa 
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Such uſeful in/lruments the weather ſhow, 

Juſt as their mercury-is high or low. 

Health chiefly keeps an atheiſt in the dark | 

A fever argues better than a Clarke : 

Let but the logic in his pu//e decay, 

The Grectan be'Il renounce, and learn to pray 

While C mourns with an unfeigned zeal 

Th' apoſtate youth, who reaſon'd once ſo well. 
C , who makes ſo merry with the creed, 

He al moſt thinks he diſbelieves indeed; 

But only thinks ſo; to give both their due, 

Satan and he beli. ve, and tremble too. 

Of ſome for g/ory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 

That they're the blackeſt /candal of their age. 
Naxciſ/us the T artarian club diſclaims, 

Nay, a free maſon with ſome terror names, 

Omits no duty, nor can envy lay 

He milſs'd theſe many years the church, or play: 

He makes no choice in parliament, tis true; 

But pays his debts, and viſit, when tis due; 

His character and g/;ves are ever clean, 

And then he can out- bow the bowing dean ; 

A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, 

Which equally the wiſe and worthleſs ſhares. 

In gay fatigues this moſt undaunted chief, 

Patient of id/ene/ſs beyond belief, 

Moſt charitably lends the town his face, 

For ornament, in ev'ry public place; 

As ſure as cards, he to th' aſſembly comes, 

And is the furniture of drawing-rooms. 

When embre calls, his hand and heart are free, 


Aud, join'd to two, he fails not—to make three. 
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Narciſſus is the glory of his race: 

For who does nething with a better grace! 
To deck my liſt, by nature were deſign'd 

Such ſhining exp/lctives of human kind, 

Who want, while thro' blank life they dream along, 

Senſe to be right, and paſſen ty be wrong. 
To counterpoiſe this her of the moe, 

Some tor renown are fing: +: odd; 

What other men diſlike, is ſure to pleaſe 

Of all mankind thele dear #71199:es ; 

Thro' pride, not malice, they : aun counter (till, 

And tirth-days are their days of dreſſing id. 


Arb t is a fool, and & a lage, 
S— will fright you, E engage: 


By nature ſtreams run back ward, flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and S—— x is the worſt of friends. 
They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 
And blufh if you ſurpriſe them in the right, 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A (wan is white, or Q— is fair. 
Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
4 fool in taſhion, but a fool that's out ; 
His paſſion for abſurdity's fo (trong, 
He cannot bear a rv in the wrong. 
Tho' wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe is howa 
In wearing others follies, than our own, 
If what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 
Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wi/e. 
But what in oddneſs can be more ſublime 
Than S—, the foremoſt foyman of his time? 
His nice ambition lyes in curious fancies, 
His daughter's portion a rich heli enhances, 
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And Aſbmole's baby houſe is, in his view, 
Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru / 
How his eyes languiſh ! low his thoughts adore 
Thar painted coat which Joſeph never wore! 
He ſhews on holidays a ſacred pin, 
That touch'd the ruff, that touch'd queen Beis chin. 
Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
* Since tle great ρεε that ſwept as many more, 
« Was ever year unbleſt as zhi5 2” hell cry, 
cet has not brought us one new butter fl; 
In times that ſuffer ſuch learu'd men as 10%, 
Unhappy 3. how cane you to pleaſe ? 
Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game; 
But, in effect, his chace is much the ſame, 
Warm in purſvit, he /evees all the great, 
Stanch to the foot of title and eſtate. 
Where-e'er their /ord/Þips go, they never find, 
Or Lico, or their ſhadows lag behind; 
He /*ts them ſure, where-e'er their /ord/Þips run, 
Cloſe at their clbows as a moruing dun; 
As if their grandeur. by contagiun, wrought, 
And fame was, like a fever, to be caught: 
But after ſeven ycars dance from place to place, 
The“ Pane is more familiar with his grace. 
Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer; 
Or living pendant, dangling at is ear, #» 
' For ever Whilp'ring ſecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trun-,ts, thro' the town? 
Who'd be a gla/s, with fluticiing grimace, 
Still to reflect the temper of us face; 


A Daniſh dog of che duke of Arg vie 
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Or happy pin to ſtick upon his ſleeve, 

When my lord's gracious, and vouchſaſes it leave; 
Or cuſhion, when his heavineſs ſhall pleaſe 

To loll, or themp it for his better caſe; 

Or a vile butt, for noon, or night beſpoke, 

When the peer raſhiy ſwears he'll club his joke! 
Who'd ſhake with laughter, tho' he could not find 
His lordſhip's jeſt; or, if his noſe broke wind, 
For bleſſings to the gods profoundly bow, 

That can cry chimmney:ſweep, or drive a plough? 
With terms like theſebow mean the tribe that c/o/e ? 


Scarce meaner they, who terms, like theſe, impoſe. ** + 


But what's the tribe moſt likely to comply ? 
The men of iok, or antient authors lye ? 
The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs axifions hold 
Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be fold. - 
All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt, 
With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaſt : 
For Fame no cully makes fo much her jeſt, 
As her old conſtant ſpark, the bard profeſt. 
« B—4e ſhines in council, 7 in the fight, 
« P—l—m's magnificent ; but I can write: 
„And what to my great ſoul like glory dear?“ 
Till ſome god whiſpers in his tingling car, 
That fame's unwholſome taken without meat, 
And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is eat : 
Grown ea, and wiſe, he curſes what be writ, 
And wiſhes all his wants were in his wit. 

Ah! what avails it, when his dinner's loſt, 
That his triumphant name adorns a poſf ? 
Or that his ſhining page, (provoking fate!) 
Defend: ſirloins, which ſons of dulneſi cat ? 

Vor, I. K 
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What foe to verſe without compaſſion hears ? 
What cruel proſe-man can refrain from tears? 
When the poor muſe for leſs than half a crown, 
A pre/litute on every bulk in town, 

With other whores undone, tho? et in print, 
Clubs credit for geneva in the mim 

Ye bards why will ye ſing, though uninſpir'd ? 
Ye bards! why will ye ſarve to be admir'd ? 
Defuntt by Phoebus' laws, beyond redreſs, 

Why will you ſpectres haunt the frighted preſs ? 
Bad metre, that excre/cence of the head, 
Like hair, will ſprout, altho' the poet's dead. 

All other trades demand, verſe · makers beg; 
A dedication is a duden leg 8 
A barren ſabeo, the true manper's faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow'd brats, to move campaſſion. 
Tho' ſuch myſelf, vile bards I diſcommend, 

Nay more, though gentle Damon is my. friend: 
c Ist then a crime to write . Af talents rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear : 

For ſome. though few, there are, large minded men, 
Who watch unſeen the labours of the pen, 

Who know the muſe's worth, and therefore court, 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport, 
Who ſerve una d, the /caſt pretence to wit; 
My ſole excuſe, alas ! for having writ. 

r true wit i ſtudious to reſtore; 

And D 7 ſmiles, if Phoebus ſmil'd before; 
P—— ke in years the lonꝑ · lov d arts admires ; 
And Henrietta like a muſe inſpires. 

But ah! not in/þiration can obtain 
That fame which poets languiſh for in vain. 
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How mad their aim, who thirſt for glory, ſtrive 
To graſp what do man can poſlels alive 
Fame's a reverſion in which men take place 
(O late reverſion I) at their own deceaſe- 
This truth ſagaoĩous Lintot knows fo well, 
He ſlarves his authors, that their works may ell. 
That fame is wealth, fantaſtic-poets cry ; 
That wealth is fame, another clan reply, 
Who know no guilt, no ſcandal but in rags, 
And ſwell in juſt proportion to their bags. 
Nor only the low-boro, deform'd, and. old, 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold ; 
The firſt young lord, which-in the Mall you meet, 
Shall mateb the verieſt hunks in Lom5ard-ſireet, 
From. reſcu'd candle's-ends who rais'd a ſum, 
And ſtarves to join a penny to a plumb. 
A beardleſi miſer ? tis a guilt unknown 
To former times, a ſcandal a// our own. 
Of ardent lovers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich Caſlalio dies; 
Name but the fair, love ſwells into his eyes. 
Divine /:onimia, thy fond fears lay down; 
No rival can prevail, but—þalf a crown. 
He glories to late times to be convey'd, 
Not for the poor he has reliev'd, but made. 
Not ſuch ambition his great fathers fir'd, 
When Harry conquer'd, and half France expir'd. 
He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog for gain, 
Nay, a dull ſheriff for his golden chain. 
* Who'd be a ſlave ?” the gallant colonel cries, 
While love of glory ſparkles from his eyes. 
K 2 
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To deathleſs fame he loudly pleads his right 
7uft is his title, For he will not fight - 

All ſoldiers vater, all divines have grace, 

As maids of honour beauty, by their place. 
But, when indulging on the laſt campaign, 

His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of ſlain, 

He gives the foes be flew, at each vain word, 

A faeet revenge, and half abſo/ves his ſword. 

Of boaſting more than of a bomb afraid, 
A ſoldier ſhould be modeſt as a maid : 
Fame is a bubble the reſerv'd enjoy; 
Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy : 
Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree; 
Bot if you pay yourſelf, the world is free. 

Were there no tongue to ſpeak them but bis own, 
Auguſlus deeds in arms had ne er been known. 
Augauſtus' deeds ; if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 

Such is the prince's worth, of whom I ſpeak, 
The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake: 


ISATINE V. 


O N 


J MM. EM 


© faireſt of creation! laſt and beſt 

Of all Gor's works! creature in whom exce{l'd 
Whatever can to ſight, or thought, be form'd 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or ſweet! 

How art thou loft !-——— MiLT. 


OR reighs ambition in bold man alone; 
Soft female hearts the rude invader own. 

But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things 

Than routing «@rmies, and dethroning kings. 

Attend, and you diſcern it in the fair 

Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair ; 

Or rowl the lucid orbit of an eye; 

Or in full joy elaborate a ſigh. 

The ſex we bonour, tho? their faults we blame; 
Nay thank their faults for ſuch a fru:tful theme. 
A theme, fair „ doubly kiad to me, 

Since ſatiriſing tho/+, is praiſing thee ; 
Who would'ſt not bear, tov modeſtly refin'd, 
A panegyric of a groſſer kind. 

Britannia's daughters, much more fair than nice, 
Too fond of admiration, loſe their price; 
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Worn in the public eye. give cheap delight 
To throng, and tarniſh to the ſated ſigbt. 
As unreſferv'd, and beauteous, as the ſun, 
Throꝰ every fign of vanity they run; 
Aſſemblies, parks, coarſe feaſts in city- halli, 
Ledlures, and trials, plays, committees, balls, 
Melli, bedlams, executions, Smithfield ſcenes, 
And fortune-tellers caves, and lions dens, 
Taverns, exchanges, bridewclls, drawing-rooms, 
Inſtallments, pill»rizs, coronations, tombs, 
Tumblers, and funerals, puppet-ſhows, reviews, 
Sales, races, rabbets, (and ſtill tirauger:) pews. 
Clarinda*s boſom burns, but burns for fame ; 
And love lyes vanquiſh'd in a zobler ſtame: 
Warm gleams of hope ſhe, now, diſpenſes ; then, 
Like April ſuns, dives into clouds again. 
With all ber luſtre, no, her lover warms; 
Then, out of oſlentation, hides her charms. 
Tis, next, her pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 
And to be taken with a ſudden pain; 
Thea ſhe ſtarts up, all extaſy and blik, 
And is, ſweet foul ! juſt as ſincere in this. 
O how ſhe rolls her charming eyes in /pight / 
And looks delightfully with all her might 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wiſe, 
She conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 
Zara reſembles Aetna crown'd with ſnows ; 
Witbout ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows: 
Twice ere the ſun deſcends, with zeal inſpir d, 
From the vain converſe of the world retir'd, 
She reads the p/alms and chapters for the day, 
In—C/copatrs, or the laſt new play. 
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Thus gloomy Zara with a ſolemn grace 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face. 

Nor far beneath her in renown is ſhe, 

Who, thro' good breeding, is ill company: 
Whoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſe, 
Who thinks you are wzhappy, when at peace; 
To find you news, who racks her ſubtile head, 
And vows——that her great-grandfather is dead. 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear, 
But tis a taſk indeed to learn to hear. 

In that the ſkill of converſation lyes ; 
That hots, or makes you both polite, and wile. 

Zantippe cries, © Let nymphs who nought can ſay, 
« Re loſt in filence, and reſigu the day: 

« And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs 
« By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs.” 
Thro' virtue, ſhe refuſes to comply 

With all the dictates of humanity ; 

Thro' wiſdom, ſhe refuſes to ſubmit 

To wiſdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit: 
Then, her unblemiſh'd honour to maintain, 
Rejects her hufband's kindneſs with diſdain. 

But if by chance an ill-adapted word 

Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 

Her darling china in a whirlwind ſent 

Juſt intimates the lady's diſcontent. 

Wine may indeed excite the meekeſt dame; 
But keen Zantippe, ſcorning borrow'd flame, 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 
O'er cooling greel, and compoling tea. 

Nor reſts by night, but more ſincere than nice, 
She /bakes the curtains with ber kind advice, 


* 
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Doubly like echo. ſound it her delight, 
And the /aft word is her eternal right. 
Is't not enough plagues, wars, and famines riſe 
To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be wi/c ? 
Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber'd throng 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong: 
What black, what ceaſeleſi cares beſiege our ſtate: 
What (troaks we feel from fancy, and from fate? 
If fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow ; 
We mak? misfortune, ſuicides in woe. 
Superfluous aid! unneceſſary (kill! 
Is nature backward to torment or kill! 
How oft the noon, how oft the midnight bell, 
(That iron tongue of death !) with ſolemn knell, 
On fol!y's errands as we vainly roam, home | 
Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from 
Men drop fo faſt, ere life's mid ſtage we tread, 
Few know ſo many friends ae, as dead. 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace 
We preſs coy fortune with unſlacken'd pace; 
Our ardent labours for the toys we ſeek, 
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week. 
Our very joys are anxious, and expire 
Between /atiety and fierce deſire. 
Now what reward for all this grief and toil, 
But one? a female friend's endearing ſmile ; 
A tender ſmile, our ſorrow's only balm, 
And, in life's tempeſt, the ſad failor's calm. 
How have | ſeen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perſuaſion in ber eye; 
Victorious tenderneſs! it all o'ercame, 
Huſbanls look'd mild, and ſavages grew tame. 
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The /5 loan race our active nymphs purſue ; 
Man is not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete; 
There maſler Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate; 
While fair Nr Charles to toilets is confin'd, 
Nor raſhly tempts the barbarous ſun and wind. 
Some nymphs affect a more heroic breed, 
And vault from hunters to the manag d fleed, 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 
And Fobert has the forming of the fair. 
More than one ſteed muſt Delia's empire feel, 
Who ſits triumphant o'er the flying wheel; 
And as ſhe guides it tbro* th' admiring throng, 
With what an air ſhe ſmacks the ſi/ken thong 
Graceful as John, ſhe moderates the reins, 
And whiſtles ſweet her diuretic (trains, 
Seſoſtris like, ſuch charioteers.as theſe 
May drive fix harneſi d monarchs if they pleaſe. 
They drive, row, run, with love of glory ſmit, 
Leap, ſwim, ſhoot flying, and pronounce on wit. 
Of'er the belle-lpttre lovely Daphne reigns ; 
Again the god {polls wears her chains. 
With legs toſs d high on ber ſophee ſhe ſits, 
Vouchſafing audience to contending wits: 
Of each performance ſhie's the final teſt ; 
One act read o'er, ſhe prophecies the reſts 
And then pronouncing with deciſive air, 
Fully convinces all the town — he I fair. 
Had lovely Daphne Hecateſſa's face, 
How would her elegance of tafte decreaſe! 
Some ladies judgment in their features lyes, 
And all their genius ſparkles from their cu. 
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But hold, ſhe cries, lampooner ! have a care: 
Muſt I want common ſenſe, becauſe I'm fair? 
O no: ſee Stella her eyes ſhine as bright, 

As if her tongue was never in the right ; 

And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! 
She ſeems inſpir d, and can herſelf inſpire: 
How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publiſh, and could ſhe forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is ne bar to /er/e, 

Nor is't a ſanction for impertinence. 

Sempronia lik'd her man, and well ſhe might.; 
The youth in perſon and in paris was bright; 
Poſſels'd of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art, 

That claims juſt empire o'er the female heart. 
He met her paſſion, all ber ſighs return d, 


Ad in full rage of youthful ardor burn'd.. 


Large his poſſeſſions, aud beyond her on: 

Their bliſs the theme, and envy ofthe town. 

The day was fix'd when with one acre more 

In ſtepp'd defornfd, debauch d, diſeas'd three/core. 

The fatal ſequel I thro' ſhame forbear.. 

Of pride, and av'rice who can cure the fair: 
Man's rich with little, were his judgment true; 

Nature is faugal, and her wants are few ; 

Thoſe few. wants anſwer d bring fincere delights, 

But fools create themſelves new appetites. . 

Fancy and pride ſeek. things at vaſt expence, 

Which reliſh nor to reaſon, nor to ſenſe. 

When /urfeit or unthankfulneſs deſtroys, 

In nature's narrow ſphere, our ſolid joys, 

In fancy's airy land of noiſe and ſhow, 

Where nought but dreams, no real pleaſures grow;. 
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Like cats in air-pumps, ti; ſubſiſt we ſtrive 
'On joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 
Lemira's ſick ; make haſte, the doctor call. 

He comes: but where's his patient? at the ball. 
The doctor ſtares, her woman curt'ſies low, 

And cries, ** My lady, Sir, is always fo. 

« Diverſsons put her maladies to flight; 

« True, ſhe can't ſand, but ſhe can dance all night. 
« P've known my lady (for ſhe loves a tune) 

« For fevers take an opera in June. 

« And tho' perhaps you'll think the practice bold, 
« A midnight park is ſov'reign for a cold. 

With cholics, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 

« With indigeſtion, ſupper juſt at three,” 

A ſtrange alternative, replies Sir H—5, 

Muſt women have a dod7or, or a dance? 

Tho! ſick to death, abroad they ſafely roam; 

But droop and die, in perfect health, at home? 

For want but not of health, are ladies ill, 
And tickets cure beyond the dodor's bill. 

Alas, my heart! bow languiſhingly fair 

Yan lady lolls! with bat a tender air 

Pale as a young dramatic author, when - 

Ober darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 

ls ber Jord angry, or has “ Very chid? 

Dead & her father, or the maſk forbid ? 
ee Late ſitting up has turn'd her roſes White. 
Why went ſhe not to bed? Becauſe twas night.“ 
Did ſhe then dance, or play? Nor this, nor that.“ 
Well, night ſoon ſteals away in pleaſing chat. 
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« No, all alone, hag pr the rather choſe, 
« Than be that wretch to fleep til morning roſe.” 
Then lady Cynthia, miſtreſs of the ſhade, 

Goes, with the faſhionable owls, to bed. 
This her pride covets, this her health denies ; 

Her ſoul is filly, but her body's wiſe. 

Others with curious arts dim charms revive, 

And triumph in the bloom of ffty-five. 

You in the morning a fair nymphinvite, 

To keep ber werd a brown one comes at night ; 
Next day ſhe ſhines in gloſſy 5/ach, and then 
Revolves into her native red again. 
Like a dove's neck, ſhe ſhifts ber tranſient charms, 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 

But oze admirer has the painted laſs, 

Nor finds that one, but in her looking-glaſs. 
Yet Laura's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, 

That all her. art ſcarce makes her pleaſe us 4%. 
To deck the female cheek HE anly knows, 
Who paints leſs fair the /i/ly and the roſe. 

How gay they ſmile" ſuch bleſſings Nature pours, 
O'er-ftock'd mankind enjoy but half her ſtores: 
In diftant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 

She rears her flow rs, and ſpreads her velvet green. 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely deſart trace, 
And waſte their muſic on the ſavage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her bliſs? 
Repine we guiltleſi in a world like this? 
But our lewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 
And painted arts deprav'd allurements chuſe. 
Such Fulvia's paſſion for the town, freſh air 
(An odd effect!) gives vapours to the fair: 
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Green fields, and ſhady groves, and chryſtal ſprings, 
And larks, and nightingales, are odious things; 
But ſmoke and duſt, and noiſe, and crouds delight; 
And to be preſi d to death tranſports her quite. 
Where ſilver riv'lets play thro' flow'ry meads, 
And woodbines give their [weets, and lime their ſhades, 
Black kennels' abſent eJours ſhe regrets, 
And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets. 

Is ſtormy life prefer d to the ſerene ? 
Or is the public to the private ſcene ? 
Retir'd, we tread a ſmooth, and open way ; 
Thro' briars, and brambles in the world we ſtray, 
Stiff oppolition, and perplex d debate, 
And thorny care, and rank and ſiinging hate, 
Which choak our paſſage, our career controul, 
And wound the firmeſt temper of our ſoul. 
O ſacred ſolitude ! divine retreat ! 
Choice of the prudent ! envy of the great 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fair wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth!) are innocence and peace, 
There, from the ways of men laid ſafe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar; 
There, bleſs'd with wealth, with buſineſs unperplex d, 
This life we reliſh, and enſure the next: 
There too the muſes ſport ; theſe numbers free, 
Pierian Faſibury! 1 owe to thee 

There ſport the muſes ; but not there alone; 
Their ſacred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 
A wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit. 

Vor. I. L 
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Both wits ! tho' miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 
Three days, three wond'rous days! they liv'din peace; 
With the fourth ſun a warm diſpute aroſe, 
On Durfey's poeſy, and Bunyan's proſe. 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce, 
Phoebe, tho ſhe poſſeſſes nothing leſe, 
Is proud of being rich in happiaets. 
Laboriouſly purſues deluſive toys, 
Content with pains, fince they're reputed joys, 
With what well-ated tranſport will the ſay, 
« Well, ſure, we were ſo happy yeſterday / 
« And then that charming party for to-morrow /” 
Tho' well ſhe knows, 'twill languiſh into ſorrow. 
But ſhe dares never boaſt the preſent hour; 
So groſs that cheat, it is beyond her pow'r. 
For ſuch is or our weakneſs, or our curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
The preſent moment like a wife we ſhun, 
And ne'er enjoy, becauſe it is owr ow. 
Pleaſures are few, and fewer we enjoy ; 
Pleaſure, like guick-ſitver, is bright, and coy ; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt (kill, 
Still it eludes us, and-it plitters ſtill : 
If feiz'd at laſt, compute your mighty gains, 
What is it, but rank poiſon in your veins ? 
As Flavia in ber glaſs an angel ſpies, . 
Pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lies ; 
Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face fo fine, 
There's no fatiety of charms divine : 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet ſoul!) in tears. 
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She, fond and young, laſt week, her wiſh enjoy'd, 
In ſoft amuſement all the night employ'd ;. 
The morning came, when Strephon waking found 
(Surpriſing ſight !) his bride in ſorrow drown'd. 
« What miracle, ſays Strephon, makes thee weep ? 
« Ahbarbarousman,ſhecries, how cou'd you—/{:ep?” 
Men love a miſire/s, as they love a f:aſ? ; 
How grateful one to torch, and one to taſte / 
Yet (ure there is a certain time of day, 
We wiſh our miſtreſs and our meat away: 
But ſoon the ſated appetites return, 
Again our ſtomachs crave, our boſoms burn. 
Eternal love let man then nerer ſwear ;. 
Let women never triumph, nor deſpair ; 
Nor praiſe, nor blame, too much, the warm, or chill; 
Hunger and love are foreign to the wil. 
There is indeed a paſſton more refin'd, 
For thoſe few nymphs whoſe charms are of the mind, 
But not of that unfaſhionable ſet 
Is Phillis Phillis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exactly hits her taſte ; 
Phillis demands eternal love at leaſt. 
Embracing [hillis with ſoft-ſmilinꝑ eyes, 
Eternal love I vow, the ſwain replies: 
But ſay, my all, my miſtreſs, and my friend ! 
What day next week the” eternity ſhall end? 
Some nymphs prefer aſtronomy to love, 
Elope from mortal man, and range above. 
The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 
Where in a box the whole creation lyes. 
She ſees the planets in theigzurns advance; 
And ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance. 
| L 2 
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Of Deſagulier the beſpeaks freſh air, 
And Whiſiox has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries ! 
*Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 
But though to-day this rage of ſcience reigns, 
(O fickle ſex !) ſoon end her learned pains. 
Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has pot, 
Turns out the ſtars, and Newton is a ſot. 

To turn, ſhe never took the height 
Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right. . 
She ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 
While puzzled learning blunders far behind, 
Graceful to ſight, and elegant to thought, 
The great are vanquiſh'd, and the wiſe are taught. 
Her breeding finiſh'd, and her temper ſweet ; 
When ſerious, eaſy; and when gay, diſcreet ; 
In glittering ſcenes, o'er her own heart ſevere ; 
In crouds, collected; and in courts, fincere ; 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal well underſtood, 
She takes a noble pride in doing good ; 
Yet not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 
The mode ſhe fixes by the gown ſhe wears ; 
Of %, and china ſhe's the laſt appeal; 
In theſe great points ſhe /cads the commonweal ; 
And if diſputes of empire riſe between - 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 
*Tis doubt ! *tis darkneſs ! till ſuſpended fate 
Aſſumes her nod to cloſe the grand debate. 
When ſuch her mind, why will the fair expreſs 
Their emulation only in their dre? 

But oh! the nymph that mounts above the /k3e-. 
And, gratis, clears religious myſteries ! 
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Reſolv'd the church's welfare to enſure, 

And make her family a ſine· cure: 

The theme divine at cards ſhe'll not forget, 
But fakes in texts of ſcripture at picquet ; 

In thoſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are godd. 
What angels wou'd theſe be, who thus excel 
In theologics, could they ſew as well! 

Yet why ſhou'd not the fair her text purſue? 
Can ſhe more decently the doctor wooe ? 
'Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no uſe but chat 
Of her religion, ſhould be barr'd in that. 

Iſaac, a brother of the canting ſtrain, 
When be bas knock'd at his own ſkull in vain, 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at the fair. 

O how his pious ſoul exults, to find 

Such love for hely men in woman-kind : 

Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture, he 
Hangs on her $/oom, like an induſtrious See; 
Hums round about her and with all his pow'r 
Extratts ſwert viidom from ſo fair a flow'r ? 

The young and gay declining, App. a flies 
At nobler game, inc mighty and the w/e x 
By nature more ali eagle than a dove, 

She impiouſly pretcis tune woriZ to love. 

Can wealth gie happincte? look round and ſee 
W bat gay diitreſs | whas lpicndid mile: y ! 
Whatever fortune lavnhly can pour, 

Tue unnd anmbiuics and lis tor nate. 
M caltu is a Cueat,, cite wh i lays, 
Like any lord it prom!/es aud Pays, 
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How will the miſer ſtartle to be told 

Of ſuch a wonder, as inſolvent gold? 

What nature warts has an intrinſic weight; 

All more, is but the faſhion of the plate, 

Which, for one moment, charms the fickle view, 

It charms us now, auen we caſt anew ; 

To ſome treſh birth of fancy more inclin'd : 

Then wed not acres but a noble mind. 
Mſtaken lovers, who make worth their care, 

And think accompliſhments will win the fair: 

The fair, tis true, by genius ſhould be won, 

As fiow'rs unfold their beauties to the /#n ; 

And yet in female ſcales a fop outweighs, 

And wit mult wear the willow, with the bays. 

Nought ſhines ſo bright in vain Liberia's eye 

As riot. impudence, aud perhdy : 


The youth of fire, that bas drunk deep, and play'd, 


And kill'd his man, and triumph'd o'er his maid ; 
For him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe fpreads her charms, 
Snatches the dear deſtroyer th her arms; 
And amply gives (tho? treated long amils) 
The man of merit his revenge in this. 
If you reſent, and wiſh a woman ill, 
But turn her o'er one moment to her w»1//, 
The /anguid lady next appears in ſtate, 
Who was not born to carry her own weight ; 
She lolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſo ne foreign aid 
To her own ſtature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain'd to fo ſevere a doom, 
Sl.e by juſt ſtages jowrn2ys round the room: 
But knowing her own weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 
To ſcale the that is, aicend the fairs. 
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My fan ! let others ſay who laugh at toil; 
Fan! hood plove! ſcarf is her /ac#nic ſtile. 
And that is fpoke with ſuch a dyiug fall, 
That Betty rather /ees, than h2ars the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye 
Piece out th' idea her taint words deny. 
O liſten with attention moſt profound ! 
Her voice is but the ſhadow of a ſound: 
And help! O help! her ſpirits are ſo dead, 
One hand ſcarce litts the other to her head. 
If, there, a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 
She pants! (he ſinks away! and is no more. 
Let the robult, and the gigantic carve, 
Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather ſtarve ; 
But chew ſhe mult herſelf, ah cruel fate! 
That Roſalinda can't by proxy eat. 

An antidote in temale caprice lyes 
(Kind heav'n !) againſt the poz/or of their eyes. 

T haleſtris triumphs in a manly mein, 
Loud is her accent. and her pi ale obſcene, 
li fair and open dealing where's the (hame ? 
What nature dares to give, ſhe dares to uame, 
This honeſt fellow is ſiucere, and plain, 
And juſtiy gives the jealous hoſbaud pain. 
(Vaiu is the taſk to petticoats alſigu d, 
If wantoi language ihe s a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 
An oath ſupplies the vacancies ot ſenſe. 
Hark ! the ſhrill notes travſpierce the yielding airs 
And teach tbe neighb'ring echoes how to ſwear, 
By Jove / is taint, and for the limpie ſwain, 
She on the Chriſtian iy ſtem is protaue. 
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But tho' the volley rattles in your ear, 

Believe her dreſs, ſhe's not a grenadier. 

If thunder's awful, how much more our dread, 
When Jove deputes a lady in his ſtead ? 

A lady ! pardon my miſtaken pen, 

A ſhaineleſs woman isthe worft of mer. 

Few to good · breeding make a juſt pretence, 
Good - breeding is the bloſſom of good ſenſe ; 
The laſt relult of an accompliſh'd mind, 

With outward prace, the body's virtue, join'd. 

A violated decency now reigns, 

And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 

With Chine/e painters modern toaſls agree, 

The point they aim at is deformity : 

They throw their perſons with a hoydon air 

Acrols the room, and 7% into the chair. 

So far their commerce with mankind is gone, 
They, for our manners, have exchang'd their own, 
The modeſt look, the caſtigated grace, 

The gentle movement, and flow meaſur'd pace, 
For which her lovers dy u, her parents pra dl, 
Are iadecorums with ti.e modern maid. 

Stiff forms are bad, but let not worte intrude, 
No conquer art, and naiure, to be rude. 

Mo. ern good-breeding carry to its height, 

And lady D ſelf will be polite. 

Ye iſing tair! ye bloom of Britain's iſle ! 
When high-born Auna with a ſoften d imile 
Leads vn your train, and ſparkles at your head, 
What ſeems molt hard, is not to be weil-bred.. 
He: bright example with ſucceſs purſue, 

And all, but adoration, is your due. 
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But adoration ! give me ſomething more, 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of three/core. 
Novught treads fo ſilent as the foot of time; 
Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime. 
'Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news that we grow 0/d. 
Autumnal Lyc: carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. 
O how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms, 
Who looks thro' ſpectacles to ſee your charms ! 
While rival uwndertaters hover round, 
And with his ſpade the /exton marks the ground, 
Intent not on her own, but others doom, 
She plans new conqueſts, and defraudi the tomb. 
In vain the cock has ſummon'c ſprites away. 
She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day; 
Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms infold, 
And nought of Lyce but her/e!f is old. 
Her grizzled locks aſſume a /mirking grace, 
And art has /eve/[*'d her deep-furrow'd face. 
Her ſtrange demand no mortal can approve, 
We'll aſk her 5/:/ing, but can't aſk her love. 
She grants indeed a lady may decline 
(All ladies but herſelf ) at ninety- nine. 

O how unlike her was the ſacred age 
Of prudent Portia! Her prey hairs engage ; 
Whoſe thoughts are fuited to her life's decline. 
Virtue's the paint can make the wrinkles ſhine, 
That, and that on can old age ſuſtain ; 
Which yet all wiſh, nor know they wilh for pain, 
Not numerous are our joys, when life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few ; 
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But when we conquer life's meridia: ſtage, 

And downward tend into the vale cf age, 

They drop epace; by nature ſume decay, 

And ſome the blaits of fortune ſweep away; 

Till naked quite of happineſs, aloud 

We call for death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud. 
Where's Portia now ?— But Portia left behind 

Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 

What heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 

Like bluſhing roſe-buds dipp'd in morning dew ? 

Who into ſhelter takes their tender bloom, 

And forms. their minds to fly from ills to come ? 

The mind when turo'd adrift, no rules to guide, 

Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide; 

Fancy and paſſion toſs it to and fro; 

A- while torment, and then quite ſink in woe. 

Ye beauteous orphans! ſince in ſilent duſt 

Your beſt example lyes, my precepts truſt. 

Life ſwarms with ills, the 5s/deſ? are atraid ; 

Where then is ſafety for a tender maid ? 

Uunfit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 

And man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of foes ! 

When kind, moſt cruel; when oblig'd the molt, 

The leaſt obliging; and by favours loſt. 

Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 

And ſcorn you for thoſe ills thew/elves create. 

If on your fame owr ſex a blot has thrown, 

*T will ever ſtick. thro malice of your owr. 

Moſt hard: in plenſing your chief glory lyes; 

And yet from pleaſing your chief dangers riſe. 


Then plea'ethe be /; and know, for men of ſenſe, 


Yaur ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence. 
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Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 

Fright him, that's worth your love, fromyour embrace. 
In ſimple manners all the ſecret lyes; 

Be kind and virtuous. you'll be bleſt and wiſe. 

Vain ſhew and noiſe intoxicate the brain, 

Begin with giddine/s, and end in pain. 

affect not empty fame, and idle praiſe, 

Which, all thole wretches I deſcribe, betrays. 

Your ſex's glory "tis to ſhine unknown ; 

Of all applauſe, be fondeit or your own, 

Beware the fever of the 21nd / that thirſt 

With which the age is eminently curſt. if 
To drink of pleaſure but inflames deſire, 

And abſtinence alone can quench the fire ; 
Take pain f; «1 life, and fer rer from the tomb, 
Give peace in hand, and promik bl to come. 
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To the RicHT HoxXOURABLE the 


Lady ELISABETH GERMAIN. 
Interdum tamen et tollit comacdia vocem. Hor. 


Sought a patroneſs, but ſought in vain. 

Apollo whiſper'd in my ear“ Cermain.” 
I know her not —© Your reaſon's ſomewhat odd; 
Who knows his patron now?“ reply'd the god. 
Men write, to ue, and to the world, unknown; 
«© Then ſteal great names, to ſhield them from the 

town : 
Detected worth, like beauty diſarray d, 
< To covert flies, of praiſe itſelf afraid: 
e Should ſhe refuſe to patronize your lays,” 
te In vengeance write a volume in her praiſe. 
Nor think it hard ſo great a length to run; 
When ſuch the the.ne, *twill.eafily be done. 
Ye fair! to draw your excellence at length, 

Exceeds the narrow bounds of humzn 'trength; 
You, here, in miniature your pictures ſee ; 


Nor hope from Zinci more juſtice, than from me. 


My portraits grace your mind, as his your ſide ; 
His portraits will iaflame, mine guench your pride: 
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He's dear, you frugal ; chuſe my cheaper lay, 
And be your reformation all my pay. 
Lavinia is polite, but not profane; 

To church as conſtant, as to Drury- lane. 

She decently, in form, pays heav'n its due; 

And makes a civil 9 1 to ber pew. 

Her lifted fan, to give a ſolemn air, 

Conceals her face, which paſſes for a pray'r : 
Curt'ſies to curt'fies, then, with grace ſucceed, 
Not one the fair omits,. but at the creed. 

Or if ſhe joins the ſervice, tis to ſpeat ; 

Thro' dreadful ſilence the pent beart might break: 
Untaught to bear it, women falt away 

To Gop himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 
But ſweet their accent, and their air refin'd ; 

For they're before their Maker, —and mankind: 
When ladies once are prozd of praying well, 
Satan himſelf will toll the pariſh bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well-bre J, 

Druſa receives her viſitant in bed; 

But chaſte as ice, this Veſta to defy 

The very blackeſt tongue of calumny, 

\When from the ſheets her lovely form ſhe lifts, 


She begs you juſt would turn you, while ſhe ſhifts. 


Theſe charms are greateſt whichdecline the ſight, 
That makes the banquet poignant and polite. 
There is no woman, where there's no reſerve ; 

And 'tis on plenty your poor lovers ſtarve. 

But with the modern fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing, they call a zymph of ſpirit. 

Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye, 


And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 
Vo I. I. M 
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Or if you take a lion by the beard “, 

«« Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 

Or arm'd rhinoceros, or rough Ruſſian bear, 

Firſt make your will, and then conver/e with her. 

This lady glories in profufe expence, 

And thinks diffraftion is ma@nificence. 

To beggar her gallant is /ome delight, 

To be more fatal ſtill, is exquiſite. ' 

Had ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be plad? 

In del fell two lovers, one run mad. 

Her foes their honeſt execrations pour; 

Her /evers only ſhould Zeteſt her more. 
Flavia is conſtant to her old pallant, 

And generouſly ſupports bim in bis want ; 

But marriage 3s a fetter, is a ſnare, 

A hell, no lady fo polite can bear. 

She's faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with pains 

Her angel · brood of ba/tards ſhe maintains: 

Nor leaſt advantage has the fair to plead, 

But that of guilt, above the marriage-5ed. 
Amaſia hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraint ; 

Whate'er ſhe is, ſne'Il not appear a ſaint : 

Her ſoul ſuperior flies formality ; 

So gay her air, her conduct is fo free, 

Some might ſuſpect the nymph not oper-good— 

Nor wou'd they be miſtaken, if they ſhou'd. 
Unmarry'd bra puts on formal airs; 

Her cuſhion's thread-bare withher conſtant pray rs. 

Her only grief is, that the cannot be 

At once engag d in prayer and charity, 
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And this, to do her juſtice, muſt be ſaid, 
« [hs wor'd not think that Abra was a maid! 

Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed, 
For where's the men that's worthy. of thcir bed! 
If no diſeaſe reduce her pride before, 

Lavinia will be raviſh'd at threeſcore. 

Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dark; 

And nothing now is wanting— but her ſpark. 
Lucia thinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate ; 

She weds an ideot; but ſhe eats in plate. 

The goods of fortune which her ſoul poſſcſs, 
Are but the ground of uzmade happinels; 

The rude material; wiſdom add to this, 
Wiſdom, the ſole artificer of lik. 

She from herſelf, if fo compell'd by need, 
Of thin content can draw the ſubtile thread; 
But (no detraction to her ſacred (kill) 

If ſhe can work in gold, tis bet ter ſtill. 

If Tullia had been bleſ'd with hf her ſenſe, 
None cou'd too much admire her excellence : 
But ſince ſhe can make error ſhine ſo bright, 
She thinks it ve er to defend the right. 

With underſtandiog ſhe is quite o'er-run ; 
And by too great accompliſhments undone: 
With {K£i]l ſhe vibrates her eternal tongue, 
For ever moſt divinely in the wrong. 
Naked in nothing ſhould a woman be, 
But veil her very wit with modeſty : 
Let man diſcover, let not her diſplay, 
But yield ber charms of mind with ſweet delay. 

For pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 
To make themſelves important, men mult griev?. 
| M 2 
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L e/bia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 

Pretends the fop ſhe lavghs at is ador'd. 

In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret innocence ; 

The fact The feigns were ſcarce a worſe offence, 
Mira, encow'd with every charm to bleſs, 

Has no defign but on her huſband's peace : 

He Jjov'd her much, and greatly was he mov'd 

At ſmall inquie tudes in her he lov'd. 

Heu charming this! The pleaſure laſted long 

Now every day the fits come thick and ſtrong: 

At laſt he found the charmer only feign'd, 

And was diverted, when he /hou/d be pain d. 

What greater vengeance have the gods in ſtore ? 

How tedious life, now ſhe can plagne no more ? 

She tries a thouſand arts, but none ſucceed : 

She's forc'd a fever to procure indeed : 

Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous, loving w/e, 

Her huſband's pain was dearer than her life, 
Anxious Melania riſes to my view, 

Who never thinks her lover pays his due : 

Viſit, preſent, treat, fatter, and adore ; 

Her majeſty, to morrow, calls for more. 

Ris wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 

As un-oil'd hinges querulouſly ſhrill, 

« You went laſt night with Celia to the ball.” 

You ; rove it falſe. Not go? that's worſt of all.” 

Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing got inflame ; 


And arrant contradictions are the ſame. 


Her lover muſt be /ad, to pleaſe her ſpleen ; 

Lis nirth is an inexpiable fin : 

For of all rivals that can pain her breaſt, 
There's one that wounds far deeper than the reſt , 
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To wreck her quiet, the moſt dreadful ſhelf 
Is, if her lover dares enjoy bimſelf. 
And this, becauſe ſhe's exquilitely fair. 
Should I diſpute her beauty, how ſhe'd Rare? 
How would Melania be ſurpris'd to hear 
She's quited deftorm'd ? and yet the caſe is clear. 
What's female beauty, but an air divine, 
Thro' which the mind's all-gentle graces ſhine ? 
They, like the ſun, irradiate all between; 
The body charms, becauſe the foul 1s /een. 
Hence, men are often captives of a face, 
They know not why, of no peculiar grace: 
Some forms, tho' bright, no mortal man can bear 
Some, none reſiſt, tho“ not exceeding fair. 
Aſpaſia's highly born, and nicely bred, 
Of raſte refin'd, in life and manners read; 
Yet reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 
But to be teaz'd by her own excellence. 
<«« Folks are fo aukward ! things fo unpolite !“ 
She's elzgantly pain'd from morn till night. 
Her delicacy's ſhock'd where-e'er ſhe goes; 
Each creature's imperfetiions are her woes, 
Heav'n by its favours bas the fair diſtreſt. 
And pour'd ſuch bleſſings—that ſhe can t be ble}. 
Ah ! why ſo vain, tho' blooming in thy ſpiing, 
Thou /hining, frail, ader d and wretched thing! 
Old. age wi/l come, diſeaſe may come before, 
Fifteen is full as mortal as threeſcore. 
Thy fortune and thy charms may ſoon decay : 
But grant theſe fug tives prolong their ſtay, 
Their baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes ; 
Lite, that ſupports them, in a moment breaks; 
M 3 
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Then wrought into the foul let virtues ſhine, 
The greund eternal, as the work divine. 

Julias a manager, ſhe's born for rule, 

And knows her wi/zr huſband is a foo/ ; 
Aſſemblies holds, and fpins the ſubtile thread 
That guides the lover to his fair-one's bed; 
For difficult amours can ſmoothe the way, 
And tender letters dictate or convey. 

But if depriv'd of ſuch important cares, 

ler wiſdom condeſcends to leſs affairs, 

For her own breaktaſt ſhe'll projet? a ſcheme, 
Nor take her tea without a ſtratagem ; 
Preſides o'er trifies with a ſerious face, 
Important by the virtue of grimace. 

Ladies ſupreme among amuſements reign, 
By nature born to /ocothe, and entertain; 
"Cicir prudence in a ſhare of folly lyes, 

Why will they be ſo weak, as to be wiſe ? 

Syrenna is for ever in extremes, 

And with a vengeance (he commends, or blames. 
Conſcious of her diſcernment, which is good, 
She ſtrains too much to make it underſtood. 
Her judgment juſt, her ſentence is too ſtrong ; 
Becauſe ſhe's right, fhe's ever in the wrong. 

Brunetta's wile in actions great and rare; 

But ſcorns on trifies to beſtow ber care. 

Thus ev'ry hour Brunetta is to blame, 

Becauſe th* occaſion is beneath. her aim. 

Think nought a trifle, tho' it ſmall appear; 
Small ſands the mountain, moments make the year ; 
And trifles lite. Your cares to trifles pive, 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 
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Go breakfaſt with Alicia, there you'll fee 
Simplex 1+ unv4itiis, to the laſt degree. 
Unlac'd her ſtays, her night-gown is unty d, 
And what ſhe has ot head-dreſs is aſide. 
She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
Unwaſh'd her hands, and much be ſnuff d her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd ſhe loves z 
And would draw on jack boots, as oon as gloves. 
Gloves by queen Be/'s maidens might be milt, 
Her bleſſed eyes ne'er ſaw a female fit. 
Lovers, beware! to wozend how can ſhe fail 
With fcarlet finger, and long jetty nail; 
For H——y the firſt wit ſhe cannot be, 
Nor, crvel R—— 4, the firſt toaſt for thee; 
Since full each other ſtation of renown, 
Who would not be the greateſt trapes in town? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight; 
A female ſlyven is an odious light. 

Fair Jabella is fo fond of fame, 
That her dear /elf is her eternal theme; 
Thro' hopes of contradiction oft ſhe'll ſay, 
„ Methinks I look ſo wretchedly to-day !” 
When moſt the world applauds you, molt beware; 
"Tis often leſs a 6/efſing than a ſnare. 
Diſtruſt man ind; with your own Heart confer ; 
And dread even there to find a flatterer. 
The breath of others raiſes our renown ; 
Our own as ſurely blows the pageant down; 
Tale up no more than you by worth can claim, 
Leſt ſoon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 

But own I muſt, in this perverted age, 
Who matt deſerve, can't always moſt engage. 
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So far is worth from making glory lure, 

It often; hinders what it /3ould procure. 

Whom praiſe we moſt 2 the virtuous, brave, and wiſe ? 
No; wretches, whom in ſecret we deſpiſe. 

And who ſo blind, as not to ſee the cauſe! 

No rival's rais'd by ſuch diſcreet applauſe; 

And yet, of credit it lays in a ſtore, 

By which our ſpleen may wound true worth the more, 

Ladies there are who think one crime is al/; 
Can women, then, no way but backward fall? 

So ſweet is that one crime they don't purſue, 
To pay its loſs they think all others few. 
Who hold that crime ſo dear, muſt never claim 
Of ixjur'd medeſly the ſacred name. 

But Clio thus. © What, railing without end? 
Mean taſk ! how much more generous to commend?” 
Yes. to commend as you are wont to do, 
My kind inſiructer, and example too. 

« Daphnis, ſays Clio, has a charming eye: 
« What pity tis her ſhoulder is a-wry ? 

% Aſpa ſia's ſhape indeed—but then her air 
«© The man has parts who finds deſtruction there. 
« Aimeria's wit has ſumething that's divine; 

« And wit's enough——how few in all things ſhine ? 
« Selina ſerves her friends, relieves the poor 
« Who was it {aid Se/ina's near threeſcore? 

« At Lucia's match | from my ſoul rejoice, 

«© The world congratulates ſo wilt a choice; 
Hi lordſhip's rent roll is exceeding get 
« But mortgages will ſap the beſt eſtate. 

% In Sherley's form might cherubims appear, 
« But then ſhe bas a jreck/e on her eur.“ 
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Without a but, Horten ſia ſhe commends, 

The firſt of women, and the beſt of friends ; 

Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue bright : 

But how comes this to paſs? ——ſhe dy'd laſt night. 

Thus nymphs commend, who yet at ſatire rail : 
Indeed that's needleſs, if ſuch praiſe prevail 
And whence ſuch praiſe? our virulence is thrown 
On others fame, thro' fondneſs for our own. 

Of rank, and riches proud, Cleora frowns; 
For are not coronets akin to crowns ? 

Her greedy eye, and her ſublime addreſs 

The height of avarice and pride confels. 

You ſeek perfections worthy of her rank; 

Go, ſcek for her perfections at the bank. 

By wealth unquench'd, by reaſon uncontroul'd, 
For ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold. 

As fond of five-pence, as the verieſt cit, 

And quite as much deteſted as a wit. 

Can gold calm paſſion, or make reaſan ſhine ? 
Can we dig peace or wiſdom from the mine? 
Wiſdom to gold prefer ; for 'tis much leſs 
To make our fortune, than our happineſs. 

That happineſs which great ones often (ce, 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree, 

T hemſelves unbleſt : the poor are o poor; 
But what are they who droop amid their ſtore? 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch of Hate, 
The happy only are the truly great. 

Peaſants enjoy like appetites with kings, 

Ard thoſe beſt ſatizhed with cheapeſt things. 
Could both our Indies buy but one new ſenſe, 
Our envy wou'd be due to large expence. 
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Since not, thoſe pomps which to the great belong, 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 
See how they beg an alms of flattery! 
They lavguiſh! ob ſupport them with a lie? 
A decent competence we fully taſte; 
It ſtrikes our /en/e, and gives a conſtant feaſt 3 
More, we perceive by dint of thowght alone, 
The rich muſt /abour to poſſeſs their own, 
To feel their great abundance, and requeſt 
Their humble friends to he/p them to be bleſt ; 
To ſee their treaſures, hear their glory told, 
And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 

But ſome, preat ſouls! and touch'd with warmth 

divine, 

Give gel a price, and teach its beams to ſhine. 
All hoarded treaſures they repute a lead, 
Nor think their wealth their own, till well beſtow'd. 
Grand reſervoirs of public happineks, 
Thro' /ecret ſtreams diffuſively they bleſs ; 
And while their bounties glide conceal'd to view, 
Relieve our wants, and ſpare our blu ſhes too. 
But ſatire is my taſk, and the/e deſtroy 
Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye miſers! help me to complain, 
And blaſt our common enemy - — : 
But our invec lines muſt deſpair ſuccels; 
For next to Praiſe, ſhe values nothing lefs, 

What piQure's yonder looſen'd from its frame : 
Or is't A uria, that affected dame: 
The brighteft forms, through affeFation, fade 
To ſtrange new things, which nature never made. 
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Frown not, ye fair! ſo much your ſex we prize, 
We bate thoſe arts that take you from our eyes : 
In Albucinda's native grace is ſeen 
What you who labour at perfection mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eaſe, 
Retain your gentle ſelves, and you uſt pleaſe. 
Here might I ſing of Memmias mincing mein, 
And all the movements of the ſoft machine: 
How two red lips affected zephyrs blow, 
To cool the Behea, and inflame the Beau: 
While one white finger and a thumb conſpire 
To lift the cup, and make the wor/d admire. 
Tea | how I tremble at thy fatal ſtream ! 
As Lethe dreadful to the love of fame. 
What devaſtations on thy banks are ſeen ? 
What hade, of mighty names whichonce have been? 
An hecatomb of characters ſupplies 
Thy painted altars daily ſacrifice. 
1, P, B , aſpers'd by thee, decay, 
As grains of fineſt ſugars nielt away, 
And recommend thee more to mortal taſte: 
Scandal's the ſweetner &f a female feaſt. 
But this inhuman triumph ſhall decline, 
And thy revolting Naiads call tor wine ; 
Spirits no longer ſhall ſerve ander thee ; 
But reign in thy own cup, exploded tea / 
Citrenia's nole declares thy ruin nigh ; 
And who dare pive Citronia's nole the lie? * 
The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd, 
And what impair'd both health and virtue, blam' d; 


* ——Solem guis dicere falſum 
Auceat ? V1iRG, 
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At length to reſcue man, the generous laſs 
Stole from her conſort the pernicious glaſs, 
As glorious as the Briti/þ queen renown'd, 
Who ſuck'd the poiſon from her huſband's wound. 
Nor to the glaſs alone are nymphs inclin'd, 
But. every bolder vice of bold mankind. 
O 7uvenal! for thy ſeverer rage 
To laſh the ranker follies of our ape. 
Are there among the females of our iſle 
Such faults, at which it is a fault to /mile ? 
There are. Vice, once by modeſt nature chain'd, 
And /egal ties, expatiates unreſtrain'd, 
Without thin decency held up to view, 
Naked ſhe ſtalks o'er /aw and goſpe / too. 
Our matrons lead ſuch exemplary lives, 


Men ſigh in vain for none, but for their wipes ; 


Who marry to be free, to range the more, 

And wed one man, to wanton with a ſcore: 
Abroad too kind, at bome,'tis ſtedfaſt hate, 
And one eternal tempeſt of debate. 

What foul eruptions from a look moit meek ? 
What thunders burſting from a dimpled cheek ? 
Their paſſions bear it with a lofty hand; 

But then their reaſon is at due command. 

Is there whom you deteſt, and ſeek his life ! 
Truſt no ſoul with the ſecret but his wife. 
Wives wonder that their conduct 1 condema, 
And aſk what kindred is a /pov/e to them ? 

» What charms of am'rous grandmothers I fee ? 
And miſſes, antient in iniquity ? 

What blaſting whiſp .d what loud declaiming? 


What lying, driaking ,.+ -:ng, ſwearing, gaming? 
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Friendſhip ſo cold, ſuch warm incontinence, 
Such griping av'rice, ſuch profuſe expence, 
Such dead devotion, ſuch a zeal for cines, 
guch lice ns'd ill, fuck maſquerading times, 
Such venai faith, ſuch miſapply'd applaule, 
Such fl:tier'd guilt, and ſuch inverted laws; 
Such ditlolution through the whole I find, 
'Tis not a world, but chaos of mankind. 
Since Sundays have no balls, the weil-dref'd 5244 
. Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of þ-//; 
And caſts an eye of ſweet diſdain on all, 
V ho liſten leis to C ns, than St Paul. 
Atheiſts have been but rare, ſince nature's birth; 
Till now, ſhe atheilts ne'er appear'd on earth. 
Ye men of deep relcarches, ſay, whence {prings 
This daring character in tim'rous things? 
\ ho ſtart at feathers, from an in/: flv, 
A match for nothing — but the Dezty. 
But, not to wrong the fair, the muſe muſt own, 
In this pu ſuit they court not {ame alone; 
But join to that a more ſubitantial view, 
« From thinkiug tree. to be free agents too.“ 
They ſtrive with their own hearts, and keep them 
In complaiſance to all the fools in tuwn [doun, 
O how they tremble at the name of rue? 
And die with ſhame at thought of being god 
For what will - rtex:25, the rich and gay, 
Woat will the wits, that is, the coxco:nbs ſay ? 
They Heav'n dety, to earth's vile dregs a flave, 
Through cowardice moſt execrably brave. 
W:th our own judgments durſt we to comply, 
lu virtue ſhould we live, in glory die. 
Vol. I, N 
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Riſe then, my mule, in honeſt fury riſe ; 
They dread a ſatire who defy the ſkies. 
Atheiſts are few ; moſt nymphs a godhead own, 

And nothing but his attributes dethrone. 

From atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly believe 

Gov is, and is almighty to forgive, 

His other excellence they'll not diſpute ; 

But mercy, ſure, is his chief attribute. 

Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 

lad) 's ſoul in everlaſting pain ? 

Will the great Author us poor worms deſtroy, 
For now and then a ſ% of tranſient joy? 

No, he's for ever in a ſiniling mood; 

He's like themſelves ; or how could he be pood ? 
And they blaſpheme who blacker ſchemes ſuppoſe. 
Devoutly, thus, ehevab they depoſe, 

The pure the ju/? and ſet up in his ſtead 

A deity that's perfectly well. bred. 

« Dear 7. / n be ſure the beſt of men 
Nor thought be more, than thought great Origen. 
c Tho? once upon a time he miſbehav' d, 

Poor Satan! doubtleſs he'll at length be ſav'd. 
« Let prieſts do ſomething for their one in ten; 

« It is their traue; ſo far they're honeſt men. 

« Let them cant on, ſince they have got the knack, 
« And dreſs their notions, like themſelves, in b/ack : 
« Fright us with terrors of a world znknown, 

« From joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
« Of earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 
« But then they leave our uwntith'd virtue free. 

« [irtre's a pretty thing to make a ſhow : 


Did ever mortal write like Kochefaucart 2" 
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Thus pleads the devil's fair apologiſt; 
And pleading, ſafely enters on his liſt. 

Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the beauteors and profane. 
For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's f.zc2 © 
Vi-tue made vie in outward grace! 

She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind, 
The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe ſhocks mankind. 
But charms decline; the fair long vigils keep: 
They fleep nomore ! ® Q:44dri//2has murder'd flzep. 
© Poor K—p! cries Livia; I have not been there 
«& Thele two nights; the poor creature will deſpair, 

« ] hate a croud—but to do good, you know— 

% And people of condition ſhould beſtow.” 
Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K 's grave matrons run, 
Now /et a daughter, and now ſtat? a fon ; 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, fly 
And beggar halt their race thro' charity, 
Immortal were we, or elſe mortal guite, 
I leſs ſhould blame this criminal delight 
But ſince the gay aſſembly's gayeſt room 
Is but an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 
Methinks we need not our hort beings ſhun, 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime, 
And give eternity to murder time. 
The love of gaming is the worlt of ills; 
With ceaſeleſs ſtorms the blacken'd ſoul it fills ; 
Inviegbs at heav'n, neglects the ties of blood, 
Deſtroys the pow'r and will of doing good; 
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Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in diſgrace; 

And, what is {ti!] more dreadful —ſpoils your facc, 
Sec yonder ſet of thieves that live on ſpoil, 

The ſcandal, and the ruin of our iſle ! 

And fec, (ſtrarge light !) amid that ruſſian band, 

A form divine high wave her ſnows hand; 

That rattles loud a ſmall enchanted box, 

Wi:ich loud as thunder on the board the knocks, 

And as ferce ſtorms, whiche:rth's foundation ſhoak, 

From Heclus'e cave impetuous breke ; 

From bis (mai! cavern a mix'd tempeſt ſlies, 

Fear, rage, contulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphemies ; 

ror men, I mean, 

She (vutleſk creature!) wears to heav'n alone. 
Sce her eyes art! cheeks low and muſcles ſwells 

Like the mid maid in the Cameas cell. 

thus that vivine one ber ſoft nights employs ! 

I us tunes her foul to tender nuptial joys! 

Ard when the cruel morning calls to bed, 

And on her pillow jays her aking head, 

Wich the dear images her dreams are crown'd. 

1 he 5: {ins lovely, or the cards go round; 

Imagiaary ruin charms her ſtill, 

Her happy lord is cuckol'd by Spa: 

And it ſhe's brought to bed, tis ten to one, 

Me marks the forehead of her darling fon, 
O ſeene of horror, ard of wild deſpair! 

ny is the rich Atr:id:s5' ſplendid heir 

Conſtrain'd to quit his antieut lordiy teat, 

4nd hide his glories in a mean retreat ? 

Why that dawn ſword? and vhence that diſmal cry ? 

V by pale diſtraction through the family? 


the fair diſcharges none; 
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See my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 
And trembling ſervants from the tempeſt creep. 
Why that gay n to diltant regions ſent ? 
What fiends that daughters deſtin'd match prevent? 
Why the whole houſe in ſudden ruin laid! 
O nothing, but laſt nig 1 my lady play'd. 

But wanders not my latire from her theme: 
Is this too owing to the love of fa ? 
Though, now, your hearts on lucre are beſtow'd; 
'Twas, firit, a warn dev'tion to the mole, 
Nor ceale we here, lince tis a vice fo ſtrong; 
The torreut ſwezps ail wo nankind along. 
This may be laid in honour of oar times, 

That uone now ſtand dil/ingut/h'd by their crimes. 
If nn vou mult, take nature for your guide ; 
Love has ſome ſoft excule, to ſaothe your oride : 

Ye lair apoſtates irom love's antient pow'r! 

Can nothing ravi/h but a golden {how r 7 

Can cards alone your plowing fancy lcize ? 

Mutt u learn to punt, ere he can pleaſe ? 
When you're enamour'd of a /ift or caſt, 

What can the preacher more to make us hie? 
Why muit ſtrong youths znmarry'd pine away! 
Tixzy nad no woman iſengag'd From pia. 
Why bine the hre O ſeverer fate! 
Tuc hav from play no dilengig'd e/tate, 
Flavia, at lovers falle untouch'd, aud hard, 
uns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 

Nor Hrria's Bible can ſecure her age; 

Her threeſcore years are ſhuffling with her page; 
While death itawds dy, but tiil the game is one, 
To jweep that ſtake, in juſtice, long his own ; 

| N 3 
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Like old cards ting'd with ſulphur, ſhe takes fre; 
Or, like ſnufts funk in ſockets, blazes ic ber, 
Ye gods! with new deliphts inſpire the fur; 
Or pive us /c2:5, and fave us from deſpair 

Sons, brotbeis, fathers, hiſbar.ds. ?rade men cloſe 
In my complaint, and brand your fins in pr? 
Yet | believe, as firmly as my creed, 
In ſpite of all our witdom, you'll proceed. 
Our pride fo great, our paſſion is f, irong, 
Advice to right contire's ue in the wrong. 
Ii you cry, “ This iviiow's very odd.“ 
Wiei 174 chahne, who would not ils the rod? 
F.- I've a Charm your anger tall controul, 

And turn your en es with coidnels on the 2. 
The charm bes ias! to yonder flog d of light 
Ibat burins cer gloomy Britain, turn your ſight. 
Vi tat gantdian pon 'r ou whelms voor fouls with 
Her decds are precepts, her example law. [awe? 

id ſt empire's charms, how Caroſina's heart 
CGlovs with tne love of Pirie, and of t? 
lier favour is Ciius'd to that degree, 
E ccls vi goounete! it has dawu'd on me: 
hen ir m page, to balence numerous faults, 
On podlike dceds were tho n, or gene: ous thoughts, 
Sle Hane, zwanufrivus Lo be pleas d, nor knew 
Fic whom my pea ile borrow d lettre drew, 

* 31S the majeſtie mother of maiikigd, 
To her « wa Charms molt amiably bind, 
Cn ths green margin ivn@.ceitly ſtood 
An. ga n:dalgent on the cryſtal food 
Survey'a tae ranger in the pamted wave, 
And imihuꝑ, prais'd the beauitics which the gave. 


9 NMiITL TON. 


SATLIAE. vil 


To the Richi HO:OURABLE 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 


Car iud ta n MINI, cum DENEVE ISE, CANCINNS, 


iR. 


N this laſt laboar, this m, cloſing (train, 
() Smile, 14 a:pole, or the r more in vain, 
To thee "tis due; that verſe o juitly tn ine, 
Where Brurſmic's E ry CLOW1S Lhe Win gelign? 
That giory, which ui counts mate io brut; 
That glory, which on thee refiecis à ligt 
Jlluſtrious commerce. aud out rarely kauen! 

To ge, and take a luſt:e fiom the tin vm 

Nor think that thou art foroigh to uy themes 
The ſountatn is not torciyn to the rtr m. 
Now all mankind will be ſurpris'd. to ſee 
This flood of Britiſh toily charg'd on theg ! 
Say, Britain, when: e tis caprice of thy tons, 
W: ich thro? their varus ranks witi: tury runs? 
The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we wut bicls; 
For cap:ice is the daughter of /zcce/s 
(A bad effect, but from a pleaſing caule!) 
nd gives our ruleis undeiign'd applauſe; 
Tells how their conduct bids our weaith increale, 
And lulis us in the downy lap of pe.:ce. 

\V Lite I lturvey the bleſſings our iſle; 
Her arts triumphant jo the royal imile, 
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Her public words bound vp, her credit high, 

Her commerce ſpreading fails in every ſky, 

The pleaſing ſcene recals my theme again, 

And ſhews the madneſs of ambitious men, 

Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring ſword, 
And burn to give mankind à ſingle lord. 

The fullies paſt are of a private Kind, * 
Their ſphere is ſin Il, their miſchief is confin'd ; 
But daring men there are (awake, my mule, 
And raile thy verſe) who bolder trenzy chuſe; 
Who, itung by glory, rave, and bound away; 
The world their ſicid, and mar tiud their prey. 

The Crecian chiet, th* enthuſiaſt of his pride, 
With rage and te ror italking by iis fide, 

Ries round the globe; he fcars into a god! 
Stand faſt, Chu, and ſuſtain his nod. 

Tie peſt divine in horrid grandeur reins, 

Ana thrives on mankind's miſcries, and pains, 
What ſlauphter'd +c/:; Nhat c:tic5 in a blaze! 
What waſted centres and what crimſ;n ſeas? 
With orphans tcars his 1.pious bow] oertlows, 
And cries of kingdoins lull him to repole! 

Aud cannot thrice ten hundred eas unpraiſe 
The boiit'rous boy, and blaſt his geilty dss? 
Why ant we t!.en encomiums on the „e n, 

Or famin?, or v4/cano? they perform 

Their mighty dcs; they „to- like can ſlay, 
And ſpread their ample de ats in a day 

O great alliance! O divine reno n! 

With dearth, and he, '{ cc wo ſhare the crown, 
Mhen wen etoila ys d icirover s name, 
Eaiik's Builder and Picks ver toey bialpurme, 
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One to deſtroy is murder by the law, . 
And pibbets keep the litted hand in awe; 
To murder thouſands takes a ſpecious name, 
War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 
When after battle I the field have ſcen 
Spread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were men; 
A ration crulh'd ! a nation of the brave / 
A rcalm of death! and on this fide the grave! 
Are there, ſaid !, who from this fad ſurvey, 
Tis human chars, carry ſmiles away! 
tow did my heart with indignation rife! 
How hogeſt nature ſwell'd into my eyes! 
110w was I thock'd to think the hero's trade 
Of ſach materials, fame and triumph, made 
How guilty theſe ? yet not leſs guilty they, 
Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way 
Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 
And bows and ſmiles more fatal than their ſwords ;. 
Who Rifle nature, and ſubſiſt on art; 
Mo coin the face, and petrify the Heart; 
All real kindneſs for the ſhew diſcard 
As marble poliſh'd, and as marble hard: 
Who do for goid what Chriſtiaus do thro? grace, 
* With open arms their enemies embrace :* 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine; 
Tue thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine:“ 
Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinclin'd, 
And, in their height of kindnels, are unkind. 
Such courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 
Il”alpole, when men forget to copy thee. 
Here ceaſe, my mule! the catalogue writ, 
Nor ove mote candidate for fare admit, 
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Tho' diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 
Thy partial pen, aud boaſt an equal claim. 
Be this their comfort, fools omitted here 
May furniſh laughter for another year. 

Then let Criſpino, who was ne'er refus'd 
The juſlice yet of being well abus'd, 

With patience wait; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain. 

Soine future ſtrain, ia which the mule ſhall tell 
How ſcience daindles, ard how volumes ſwell. 

How commentators each dart paſſage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the /72. 

How tortur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
And every vice is to the ſcripture laid. 

How miſers ſqueeze a young, voluptuous peer, 
His fins to Lucifer not half fo dear. 

How Verſes is leſs qualiſied to ſteal 
With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeal. 

How lawyers fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 

That clients are redreſs'd till they re undone. 

How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport, 
And ev'n denials coſt us dear at court. 

How man eternaily falſe judgments makes; 
And all his joys and ſorrows are miſtakes. 

This ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 
Which I, like ſummer flies, ſhake off again, 
Let others ſing; to whom my weak eflay 
But ſouuds a prelude, and points out their prey: 
That duty done, I haſten to complete 
M) own deſign ; for Tonſou's at the gate. 

he Love of Fame in its c, ſurvey'd 


The muſe has ſung; be now the car/* diſplav'd : 
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Since ſo diffuſive, and ſo wide its ſway, 

What is this power, wn all mankind obey ? 
Shot from above. by heav'n's indulence came 

This generous ardor, this uncorq .cr'd flame, 

To warm, to r ile. 1 * deitv n;aukind, 

Still burnine brigatett in the nobleſt mind. 

By large ſoul'd nien, tor thirſt of fame renown'd, 

Wile /aws nv eeti n'd. and fac red arts were found; 

Deli. e of prave firit rroke the pats ior's reſt, 

And made a bulw/ark ut the warriors breaſt; 

It bids g le in fields, aa ene thine, 
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What more can prove its iin divine ? 
But oh this paſſion pianted in the foul, 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole, 
The flaming miniiter of vir meant, 
Set up falſe gods, and wrong'd ler high deſcents 
Ambition, hence, exerts a doubttul force, 
Of blots and beauties an alternate ſource; 
Hence Cildon rails, that raven of the pit, 
Who thrives upon tle carcaſſes of wit; 
And in art-loving Scarcorovgh is ſeen 
How kind a patron Pollio might have been. 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 
And into co:::0m5s burniſnes our fools ; 
Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height ; 
That key of nature, by whole wit ſhe clears 
Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 
Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
I by, and in what degrees, pride ſu ays the foulf *. 
(For tho' in all, not equally, ſhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. 
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Ye doftors ! hear the doctrine | diſcloſe, 
As true, as it *t were writ in dulleſt proſe; 
As if a letter'd dunce had id. is right,” 
Ind in primetio herd it to iy, 

Ambition iu the {ru7y 1657 11d 
Wich iter virtue is ior ever jon: 

As in fam'd Lucrece, wio witli. iu! dead 
From grit, and ſhame, by her i conduct fied : 
Tier 24rtue long rebcli d in firm diſ juin, 

And the tword ; ointed at her heart in vain ; 
But, when the ſ}:ve was threaten'd to be laid 
Dead by her ſide, her {oe , fame obey'd, 

In mearer minds ambition works alone; 
But with ſuch art puts virtue's ainect on, 
That not more like in feature, and in mcin, 
® The god and mortal in the comic ſcene. 
Falie Julius., ambuth'd in this tair diſguiſe, 
Soon nade the Aman liberties his prize. 

No maik in ba/c/f minds ambition wears; 
But in full light pricks up her ate's ears; 

All T have ſung are inſtances of this, 
And prove my there untided not amiſs, 

Ye vai deſiſt trom your crroneous ſtrife ; 
Be wife, and quit Luc talic linie of life. 
The true ambition there alone reſides, 
Where juice vii dicates, and 42/01 guides; 
Where inward diguit y jv tht ward ſtate, 
Our /:11/ o/c good as var atchiiovem. ut great; 
Wee public bleſſings public pras/c attend, 
Where glory is our 729/102, not om . 
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Would'ſt thou be am d? have thoſe high deeds in 
view 
Brave men would act, tho* ſcandal ſhould enſue. 
Behold a prince! whom no ſwoln thoughts in- 
flame ; 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame; 
But when the welfare of mankind inſpires, 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires; 
Proud conqueſts then, then regal pomps delight; 
Then crowns, then triumphs ſparkle in his ſight ; 
Tumult and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
His people's bleſfings to their ardent king : 
But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling ſoul ſubſides to native peace; 
From tedious grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 
A ſudden foe to ſplendor and applauſe; 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 
Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name. 
O pride celeſtial ! which can pride dildain ; 
O bleſt ambition! which can ne'er be vai. 
From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the ſky, 
In whole deep worab unfathom'd waters ly, 
Here burſt the Rhone and founding Po, there ſhine 
In infant rills the Danube and the Rhine ; 
From the rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſupplies, 
Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts riſe, 
In Brunſwic ſuch a ſource the mule adores, 
Which public bleſſings thro' half Europe pours. 
When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame: 
George, who in foes can ſoft affections raiſe, 
And charm envenom'd ſatire into praiſe, 
VOI. I. 0 
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* Nor human rage alone his pow'r perceives, 

But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 

Ev'n ſtorms (death's fierceſt miniſters!) forbear, 

And, in their own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 

Thus, nature's ſelf, ſupporting man's decree, 

Stiles Britain's ſovereign, Sovereign of the /e. 
While / and air, great Brunſwic, ſhook our 

ſtate, 

And ſported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 

Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſi d with fear, 

Of ever loſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 

How did Britannia, like + Achilles, weep, 

And tell her forrows to the. kindred deep; 

Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm, 

Strive for thee with the ſurge, and fight the ſtorm ? 
What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm: 

Our Palinurus © ſlept not at the helm; 

His eye ne er clos'd; long ſince inur'd to wake, 

And outwatch every ſtar for Brunſwic's ſake. 

By thwarting paſſions toſs'd, by cares oppreſt, 

He found the tempeſt pictur d in his breaſt. 

But, neu, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 


No pow'rs of language— but his own, can tell; 


His own, which nature and the graces form 
At will, to raiſe, or huſh the civi/ ſtorm. 


® The king in danger by ſea. 
+ Hom. II. lib. I. 
Ecce Deus remum Lethaeo rore madentem, &c. Vi x d. Lib:V. 
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TATIAEES Þþ 


ies opplauſc to Þ——e, or to me. 

Blackmore, (Sir Kichard.) 

—Churchmen ſcripture, for the claſſics, quit, 
Polite apoſiates from God's grace, to wit. 

N. B. Virgil, Horace, Terence, Catullus, Tilullus, Pro- 
pertius, Manilius, Lucretius, Longinus, Ciceronts opera, 
Caeſaris comment. Homer, &c. were publiſhed by 
Biſhop Hare, Dr Bentley, Dr Davis, Dr Clare, Dr 


Pearce, &c. 
S=—eC's humour. Steele (Sir Richard.) 
P——y's cloguence; Pulteney (William, Eſq;) 


If at hit title T had dropt bis quill, &c. 
Dr Trapp, when profeſſor of poetry in the univerſity 
of Oxford, wrote Praclett iones Poeticae, Poctical Lec- 
tures, which were deſervedly eſteemed ; but upon his 
blauk-verſe verſion of Virgil, volume the firſt, Doctor 


Evars of St John's college, Oxon, ſent the following 
diſtich : 


Read the commandments, Trapp, tranſlate no further, 
For there tis written, Thou ſhalt do no murder. 


A. is depos'd, and B. with pomp reſtor d. 
This alludes to Mr Thebald's publication of a book, 
intitled, Shakeſpeare Reſtor d, in oppoſition to Mr Pope's 
edition of that author. 
C-——dos be'!] out-de. 1 Changes (duke of) 
2 


—B——ton, thy tafte is not ſo truce. Burlington (earl of) 
Not F-—-t—n's ſelf more Pat ian charms has known, 
Nor is geod P b—ke more in love with ſtone. 

Sir Andrew Fourtain, and the late earl of Pembroke, 

both great admirers of antique ſtatues, 

Put off at night with lad) B hair. 

The venerable grey-headed counteſs of Brifcl. 
Fewer grave krds to S——pe diſcrectl; bend. 

Mr S:r02pe, a great money-lender. 


CATLIN E I& 


Paul Diack, who gave name to a tlie, was an honehs, 
toping, old citizen of London, and a great ſtock-jobber, 
1 turr.'d uphel terer, &c. 

ie (Facoh) ſitted up many libraries of gil: book: 


for Saat- Sea coxcombs, 1920. 


Leaves 1 O—— Orrery, (Charles earl of) 
D— Derſet, (earl of) the poet's patron. 
Miſs D— t:tterirg. Miſs Duncomb. 
be Stagyrite. Ariſtotle. 

.- tience, D——, that openneſs of bcart. Dodding ton. 
St. pe in wit, in breeding D—I—ne. 


tan hee, earl of Clojicrfield. Delzraine (lord) 


SATIRE III. 


——H——y's ches unmercifully keen. Lady Herver 
Well, Hr, doft thou thy maſter je ic. 
Heiddegger, director of the ma/y:terae;, 


SATIRE TV. 


hie Comm mcarns, &c. 
Anthony Collins, Eſq; founder of the ſect of Fete. 
thinkers. 
C——, who males ſo merry with tic Crecd. 
The ſame A. Collin: 


IX 
* 


KEY to the Univerſal Paſſion. 


Arb——t is a fool, and F a ſage. 
S—— cy will fright you, E-—— engage. 
Dr Arbuthnot, Daniel de Foe, Sir Charles Sedlcy. 
r is the worſt of friends. Suſſex 
Q—y is fair. ducheſs of Queenſberry. 
— the foremoſt toyman of his time. 
Sloan (Sir Hans), alluding to his Muſacum. 
Unhappy J—=y- Lady Jerſey. 
Ble ſvines in council, M——t is the fight : 
P—I—m's magnificent, but J—— can write. 
Boyle, Charles, earl of Orrery. Merdaunt, Charles, earl ot 
Peterborow. Pelham, duke of Newca'tle. Fobn Denu:+. 
Will H tt pardon, if I dare commend ; 
H——t with zeal, a patron, ond a friend? 
Ae true wit is ſtudious to rejtore ; 
And D—— fmiles, if Phocbus ſmil'd before. 
P-——ke, in years, the long-liv'd arts admires, 
And Henrietta like a muſe inſpires. 
Harcourt (lord chancellor.) Argyle (duke of). Dor/c; 
(duke of ). Thomas Pembroke (late carl of ) 
Lady Henrietta Cavendiſh Holles Harley. 
Character of Auguſtas, in the concluũon, applied to his 
late majeſty, (George J.) 


SATIRE V. 


Foubert has the forming of the fair. 
Major Foubert, a Riding-maſter. 


Sir k H Sir Hans Sloan, M. D. 
The fair philoſopher to Rowley * flies. 
Lady D— Daſhucod or Dyjart. 


SATIRE VI. 


Zink, the greateſt maſter in miniature, enamel painting, 
in Europe. 


The late Mr Rowley, an eminent mathematical inſtru- 
ment-maker, under St Dunſian's church ig Fleet-ſtreet. 
0 3 


KEY to the Univerſal Paſſion. 


1—1—, Archbiſhop Tillotſon's, and Dr Burnet's doctrine 
of the non-eternity of bell-torments. 
MK —p Mrs Kemp, keeper of an afſemblee. 
Carolina's heart, &c. 
Acknowlegement of the late queen's favours to the 


F author 


. Cruel R—d. | duke of — 
| | — lady Betty Germain. 
> Ho, P——, --, Hervey, Pearce, Blount, (ladies.) 
| (——> Collins ( Anthony, Eſq) 
| 
: 
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OCCASIONED BY 


HIS MAJEST Ys 


ROYAL ENCOURAGEMENT. 


OF THE 


SEASERVICE. 


YODOHDDDDOSDDOODOODOGOOOCODOGOTC 


"Think myſelf obliged to recommend to you 2 
conſideration of the greateſt importance ; and 

I ſhould look upon it as a great happineſs, if, at the 
beginning of my reign, I could ſee the foundation 
laid of fo great and neceſſary a work, as the in - 
creaſe and encouragement of our ſeamen in general; 
that they may be invited, rather than compelled by 
force and violence, to enter into the ſervice of 
their country, as oft as occaſion ſhall require it: 
a conſideration worthy the repreſentatives of a 
people great and flouriſhing in trade and naviga- 
tion. This leads me to mention to you the caſe 
of Greenwich- hoſpital, that care may be taken, by 
ſome addition to that fund, to render comfortable 
and effectual that charitable proviſion, for the ſupport 
and maintenance of our ſeamen, worn out, and 
become decripit by age and infirmities, in the ſervice 
of their country. [Sr EEC, Jan. 27. 1727-8.] 


TO THE 


Sn TT Wm 


M.DCC,XXVIII, 


I. 


LD Ocean's praiſe 
Demands my lays ; 
A truly Britiſh theme 1 ling ; 
A theme ſo great, 
I dare complete, 
And join with Ocean, Ocean king. 


II. 


The Roman ode 
Majeſtic flow'd ; 
In ſtream divinely elear, and ſtrong z 
In ſenſe, and found, 
Thebes roll'd profound; 
The torrent roar'd, and foam'd along. 


III. 


Let Thebes, nor Rome, 
| So fam'd, prefume 
To triumph o'er a northern iſle ; 
— Late time ſhall know 
The North can glow, 
If dread Auguſtus deigu to ſmile. 
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IV. 


The Naval crown 
Is all his own ! 

Our fleet, if war, or commerce call, 
His will performs 
Through waves and ftorms, * 

And rides in triumph round the ball.. 


V. 
No former race, 
With ſtrong embrace, 
This theme to ra viſh durſt aſpire ; - 
With virgin charms 
My foul it warms, 
And melts melodions.on my lyre. 


VI. 
My lays I file - 
Wich cautious toil : 
Ye graces! turn.the glowiog lines ; 
On anvils neat 
Your ſtrokes repeat ; 
At oxery ſtroke the work reſines 


VII. 


How muſic charms ? 

How metre warms ? 
Parent of actions, good and brave 
How vice it tames ? 

And worth inflames ? 
Aud holds proud empire o'er the grave 
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VIII. 
Jove mark d for man 
A ſcanty ſpan, 
But lent him wings te. fly his doom; 
Wit ſcorns the graugg; 
To wit he gave 
The life of gods! immortal bloom ! 


IX, 
Since years will fly, 
And pleaſures die, 
Day after day, as years advance ; 
Since, while life laſts, 
Joy ſuffers blaſts, 
From frowning fate, and fickle chance; 


X. 
Nor life is long; 
| But ſoon we throng, 
Like autumn leaves, death's pallid ſhore; 
We make, at leaſt, 
Of bad the beſt, 
If in life's fantom, fame, we ſoar. 


* 


h XT. 
Our ſtrains divide 
The laurels pride ; 
-With thoſe we lift to life, we live ; 
By fame enroll'd 
With heroes bold, 
And ſhare the bleſſings which we give. 
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XII. 
What hero's praiſe 
Can fire my lays, 


4 Rife, the two columns of his throne. 


XII 
« How form'd for ſway, 
« Who look, obay ; 

-** They read the monarch in his port; 
« Their love and awe 
Supply the law ; 

And his ou luſtre makes the court: 


XIV. 
On yonder height, 
What golden light 
Triumphant ſhines ? And fhines alone ? 
| Unrivall'd blaze 
The nations gaze ! | 
Tis not the fun ; tis Britain's throne. 


| XV. 
Our monarch, there, 
Rear'd high in air, 
Should tempeſts riſe, diſdains to bend: 
Like Britiſh oak, 
Derides the ſtroke ; 
His blooming honours far extend 
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XVI. 


Beneath them lyes, 

With lifted eyes, 

Fair Albion like an amorous maid ; 
While intereſt wings 
Bold foreign kings 

To fly, like eagles, to his ſhade. 


XVII. 


At his proud foot 
The /a, pour'd out, 
Immortal nouriſhment ſupplics ; 
Thence wealth and ſtate, 
And power and fate, 
Which Europe reads in Ceorge's eyes. 


XVTII. 


From what we view, 
We take the clue, 


Which leads from great to greater things: 
Men doubt no more, 


But gods adore, 
When ſuch reſemblance ſhines in kings. 
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Or turn the ** yy the wiſe and good, 

Our ſenate meets ; at parties, parties bawl, 

And pamphlets ſtun the ftreets, and load the ſtall: 
So ruſhing tides briug things obſcene to light, 
Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs ſwim in ſight ; 
The civil torrent toams, the tumult reigns, 

And Codrus' proſe works up, and Lico's ſtrains. 
Lo! what from cellars riſe what ruſh from high, 
Where ſpeculation's rooſted near the ſky ; 
Letters, eſſays. ſock, buſkin, ſatire, ſong, 

Ard all the garret thunders on the throng ! 

O Pepe I burſt ; nor can, nor will, refrain; 
Pli write; let others, in their turn complain; 4 
Truce, truce, ye /Yardais! my tormented ear 4 
Lels dreads a pillory than pamphleteer ; 
I've heard myielſ io death: and plagu'd each hour, | 
Shai.'t 1 return the vengeance in my pew'r ? | 
For who can write the true abſurd like me ?— | 
Thy pardon, Jodrus “ who, I mean, but thee ? | 

Pope! if like miae or Codrus were thy tile, 
The blood ot yipers bad not ſtaiu'd thy fle; 

i | 
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Merit leſs ſolid, leſs deſpite had bred, 

They had not bit, and then they had not 5/ed, 
Fame is a public miſtreſs, none enjoys, 

But more or leſs his rival's peace deſtroys. 
With fam: in juſt proportion envy grows; 
The man that makes a character, makes foes : 
Slight, peeviſh inſets round a genius riſe, 

As a bright day awakes the world of flies; 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 


(To ſhew they live) they flutter and they ſting : 


But as by depredations waſps proclaim 

The faireſt fruit, ſo theſe the faireſt fame. 
Shall we not cenſure all the motly train, 

Whether with ale irriguous, or Champagne ? 


Whether they trade the vale of proſe, or climb, 


And whet their appetites on cliffs of rhime ; 
The college ſloven, or embroider'd ſpark, 
The purple prelate, or the pariſh-clerk, 
The quict gr:4n:722:c, os demanding prig, 
The plaintiff Tory, or detendant H'hig ; 


Rich, poor, male, female, young, old. gay or ſad, 


V tether extremely witty, or quite mad; 
P:otoundly dull oi ſhallow]; polite ; 
Mcu that read well, or men that only write: 


Mle tber pecrs, porters, tay lors, tune their reeds, 
And n ealuring v orcs to n caſui ing ſhapes ſucceeds; 


For bank: upts write when ru, d ſhops are ſhut, 
As ara; pols crawl from wit a periſh'd nut. 
Hs hanwer ti.is and that hy trove quits; 


Aud wanting ſeuſe for tradelines,, ict ve ter wits, 


B. tiring men ſablifis each otic: ira de, 
Ot every Helden cratt a writer's made: 


b 
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Thus his material, paper, takes its birth, 
From tatter'd rags of all the ſtuff on earth. 

Hail, fruitful ;//e ! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old ſong ;. 

Thee well a land of liberty we name, 

Where all are free to ſcandal and to ſhame : 

Thy ſons by print may ſet their hearts at eaſe, 
And be mankind's contempt whene'er they pleaſe; 
Like trodden filth, their vile and abject ſenſe 

Is unperceiv'd, but when it gives offence. 

This heavy proſe our injur'd reaſon tires, 

Their verſe immoral kindles looſe deſires ; 

Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime; 

Our ſport and pity, puniſhment and crime. 

What glorious. motives urge our authors on, 

Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 

One loſes his eſtate, and down he lits, 

To ſhew (in vain :) ke ſtilſ retains his wits. 
Another marries, and his dear proves keen, 
He writes as an Hypnctic tor the ſpleen. 
Some write conſin'd by phyiic, ſome by debt, 
Some for *tis Sunday, fume becauſe tis wet: 
Thro' private pique lome do the public right, 
And love their king and country out of ſpight. 
Another writes becauſe his tather writ, 

And proves himſelt a baſtard by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound? 
Neither: why write then? he wants twenty pound, 
His belly, not his brains this impulſe give; 

Hel grow immortal, fer he cannot live. 
He rubs his awful tro. i, ind takes Is ream, 
With no provillon made but ot his theme z, 
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Perhaps a title has his fancy ſmit, 

Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit. 

He writes, in inſpiration puts his truit ; 

Tho? wrong his thoughts, the gods will make them 

Juſt: 

Genius directly from the god, deſcends, 

And who by labour would diſtruſt his friends © 

Thus having reaſon'd with conſummate ſkill, 

In immortality he dips his quill ; 

And ſince blank paper is deny'd the preſs, 

He mingles the whole alphabet by guels. 

In various ſets which various words compoſe, 

Of which, he hopes, mankind the meaning. knows. 
So ſounds ſpontaneous trom the Si broke, 

Dark to herleif the wonders which ſhe ſpoke; 

The prieſts found out the meaning if they could, 

And nations ſtar'd at what none underſtood. 
C!>dio drefs'd, danc'd, drank, «ifited, (the whole 

And preat concern of an immortal ſoul !) 

Oft i:ave I ſaid, 4wake! exiſt ! and ſtrive 

For birth! nor think to loiter is to live!“ 

As oft I overbea: d the daemon ſay, 

Who daily met the loit' rer in his way, 

J meet the youth, at White's: the youth replies, 

Til meet thee there, and falls his ſacrifice ; 

His torture quauder'd, leaves his virtue bare 

To ev'ry brive, and blind to ev'ry ſnare: 

Clodis for bread his indolence malt quit, 

Or turn a ſoldier, or commence a wit. 

Such heroes have we! all, but life, they ſtake ; 

How muſt Salz tremble and the Ccraun ſhake ! 
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Such writers have we | all, but ſenſe, they print; 
Ei'n George's praile is dated from the mint. 
In arins coatemptible, in arts profane, 


Such ſwords, ſuch pens. diſgrace a monarch's reign. | 


Reform your lives before ye thus aſpire, 
And ſteal (for you can ſteal) celeſtial fire. 

O the juit contraſt ! O the beauteous ſtrife ! 
'Twixt their cool writings and Pindaric life ; 
They write with phlegm, but then they live with 

fire ; 
They cheat the lender, and their works the buyer. 

I reverence misfurtune, not deride ; 

] pity poverty, but laugh at pride: 

For who ſo ſad, but mult ſome mirth confeſs 

At gay Co/iruchio's miſcellaneous dreſs ? 

Tho? there's but one of the dull works he wrote, 
There's ten edilisus of his old lac'd coat. 

Theſe, nature's commoners, who want a home, 
Claim the wide world fur their majeſtic dome: 
They make a private ſtudy of the ſtreet, 

And looking fall on cvery man they meet, 

Run ſouſe againſt his chops ; who ſtands amaz'd 
To find they did not ſee, but only gaz'd. 

How muſt theſe bards be rapt into the ſkies ? 
You need not read. you feel their extaſies. 

Will they perſiſt? 'tis madneſs ; Lintot run, 
See them confin d“ O that's already done.” 
Moſt, as by leaſes, by the works they print, 

Have took, for life, poſſeſſion of the mint. 
If you miſtake, and pity theſe poor men, 
Fit ulubris, they cry, and write again. 
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Such wits their nuiſance manfully expoſe, 
And then pronounce juſt judges learning's foes. 
O frail concluſion ! the reverſe is true, 

If foes to learning, they'd be friends to you, 
Treat them, ye judges, with an honeſt ſcorn, 
And weed the cockle from the generous corn : 
There's true good nature in your diſreſpect; 
In juſtice to the good, the bad neglect. 

For immortality, if bardſhips plead, 

It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 

But, O! what wiſdom can convince a fool, 
But that tis dullneſs to conceive him dull! 

*Tis ſad experience takes the cenſor's part, 
Conviction, not from reaſon, but from ſmart, 

A virgin-author, recent from the preſs, 

The ſheets yet wet, applauds his preat ſucceſs ; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed. 
Thoſe in his hand, and glory in his head, 

*Tis joy too great, a fever of delight 

His heart beats thick, nor cloſe his eyes all night; 

But riſing the next morn to claſp his fame, | 
He finds that without ſleeping he could dream : 
So ſparks (they ſay) take goddeſſes to bed, 

And find next day the devil in their ſtead. 

In vain advertiſements the town o'erſpread ; 
They're epitaphs, and ſay the work is dead, 
Who pre/s for fame, but ſmall recruits will raiſe, 
'Tis volunteers alone can give the bays. 

A famous author viſits a great man, 

Of his immortal work diſplays the plan, 
And ſays, Sir, I'm your friend; all fear diſmiſs; 
« Yaur glory, and my own, ſhall live by this ; 
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« Your powꝰ r is ſixt, your fame thro' time convey d, 

« And Britain Europe's queen —if I am paid.” 

A ſtateſman has his anſwer in a trice ; 

ce Sir, ſuch a genius is beyond all price, 

« What man can pay for this ?”—Away he turns. 

His work is folded, and his boſom burns, 

His patron he will patrouize no more ; 

But ruſhes, like a tempeſt, out of door, 

Loſt is the patriot, and extinct his name 

Out comes the piece, another, and the ſame ; 

For A, his magic pen evokes an ©, 

And turns the tide of Europe va the foe. 

He rams his quill with ſcandal and with ſcoff, 

But *tis ſo very foul, it won't go off: 

Dreadful his thunders, while unprinted, roar ; 

But when once publiſh'd, they are heard no more. 

Thus diſtant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw, 

The block's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 
Can thoſe oblige, whoſe heads and hearts are ſuch ? 

No, every party's tainted by their touch. 

Infected perſons fly each public place; 

And none, or enemies alone, embrace. 9 

To the foul fiend their every paſſion's fold ; 

They love, and hate, extempore, for gold.. 

What i image of their fury can we for ? 

Dulneſs and rage, a puddle in a ſtorm. 

Reſt they in peace? if you are pleas'd to buy, 

To ſwell your fails, like Lapland winds, they fly: 

Write they with rage? the tempeſt quickly flags, 

A State · Ch ſſes tames em with his bags; 

Let him be what he will, Turk, Tagan, Few; 

Dor Chriſtian miniſters of ſtate are few. 
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Bchin4 the curtain lurks the fountain-head, 
That pours his politics thro” pipes of lead, 
Which far and near ejaculate, and ſpout 
O'er tea and coffec, poiſon to the rout, 

But when they have beſpatter'd all they mey, 
The ſtateſman throws his filthy ſquirts away. 

With golden forceps, theſe, another takes, 
And ſtate elixhs of the vipers makes. 

The richeſt ſtateſman wants wherewith to pay 
A ſervile ſycophant, if well they weigh 
How much it coſts the wretch to be ſo baſe; 
Nor can the greateſt pow'rs enough diſgrace, 
Enough chaſiiſe, ſuch proſtitute applauſe, 

If well they weigh, how much it ſtains their cauſe. 

But are our writers ever in the wrong ! 

Does virtue ne'er ſeduce the venal tongue? 

Yes ; if well brib'd, for virtue's ſelf they fight; 
Still in the wrong, tho* champions for the right: 
W hoe'er their crimes for intereſt only quit, 

Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit. 

Nought but inconſtancy Britannia meets, 
And broken faith in their abaudon'd- ſheets; 
From the ſame hand how various is the page: 
What civil war their brother pamphlets wage! 
Tracts battle tracts, ſelf contradictions glare; 
Say is this Junacy ? wiſh it wcre. 

If ſuch our writers ſtartled at the light, 
Felons may bleſs their ſtars they cannot write 

How juſtiv Proteus tranſmigrations fit 
The mouſtrcus changes of a modern wit! 
Now, ſuch a gentle ſ/ream of eloquence 
As ſeldom riſes to the verge of ſenſe; 
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Now, by mad rage transform'd into a flame, 
Which yet fit engines well apply'd can tame; 
Now, on immodeſt traſh the ſwine obſcene 
Invites the town to ſup at Drury- lane; 
A dreadful lion now, be roars at pow'r, 
Which ſends him to his brothers at the tow'r ; 
He's now a ſerpent, and his double 
Salutes, nay licks the feet of thoſe he ſtung. 
What knot can bind him, his evaſion ſuch ? 
One knot he well deſerves, which might do much. 

The flood, flame, ſwine, the lion and the ſnake, 
Thoſe fivefold monſters modern authors make. 
The ſnake reigns moſt ; ſnakes, Pliny ſays, are bred, 
When the brain's periſh'd in a human head. 

Ye groveling, trodden, whipt, ſtript,turncoat things, 
Made up of venom, volumes, ſtains and ſtings! 
Thrown from the tree of k&nowlege, like you, curſt 
To ſcribble in the duſt, was ſaake the firſt. 
What if the figure ſhould in fact prove true? 

It did in E/kena, why not in you? 

Poor Elkens, all other changes paſt, 

For bread, in Smithfield dragons hiſt at laſt, 

Spit ſtreams of fire to make the butchers gape, 
And found his manners ſuited to his ſhape: 

Such is the fate of talents miſapply d, 

So liv'd-your prototype, and ſo he dy'd. 

Th? abandon'd manners of our writing train, 
May tempt mavukind to think religion vain; 
But in their fate, tbeir habit and their mein, 
That gods there are is eminently ſeen. 

NHeav'n ſtands abſolv'd by vengeance on their pen, 
And marks the murderers of fame from men. 
Vol, I. Q 
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"Thro' meagre jaws they draw their venal breath, 
As ghaſtly as their brothers in Macbeth. 
Their feet thro' faithleſi leather meet the dirt, 
And oftner chang'd their principles than ſhirt; 
The tranſient veſtments of theſe frugal men 
Haſten to paper for our mirth again. 
Too ſoon, (O merry melancholy fate!) 
They beg in rhyme, and warble thro' a grate: 
The man lampoon'd, forgets it at the ſight ; 
The friend thro pity gives, the foe thro' ſpight; 
And tho! full conſcious of his injur d purſe, 
Lintot relents, nor Czr/ can wiſh them worſe. 
So fare the men, who writers-dare commence 
Without their patent, probity and ſenſe. 
From theſe their politics our quidnuncs ſeek, 
And Satarday's the learning of the week. 
Theſe labouring wits, like paviors, mend our ways, 
With heavy, huge, repeated, flat eſſays. 
Ram their coarſe nonſenſe down, tho? ne'er ſo dull, 
And hem at every thump upon your ſkull, 
Theſe ſtaunch-bred writing hounds begin the cry, 
And honeſt folly.echoes to the lye. 
O how I laugh, ben I a blockhead ſee, 
Thanking a villain for his probity / 
Who ſtretches out a moſt reſpectful ear, 
With ſnares for woodcocks in his boly leer.; 
It tickles thro* my foul to hear the cbet s 
Sincere encomium on his friend the fox, 
Sole patron of his liberties and rights / 
While graceleſs Reynard liſtens—till be bites. 
As when the trumpet ſounds, th' o'erloaded ſtate 
Diſcharges all ber poor and profligate; 1 
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Crimes of all kinds diſhonour'd' weapons wield, 
And priſons pour their filth into the field ; 


Thus nature's refuſe, and the dregs of men, 
Compoſe the hac] militia of the pen. 


ETISET LE 
From OX FORD. 


LL write at London; ſhall the rage abate 

Here where it moſt ſhould ſhine, the muſes ſeat? 
Where, mortal or immortal as they pleaſe, 
The learn'd may chuſe eternity or eaſe ? 
Has not a ® Royar Patron wiſely ſtrove 
To woo the muſe in her Athenian grove? 
Added new ſtrings to her harmonious ſhell, 
And piv'n new tongues to thoſe who ſpoke fo well 
Let th /? inſtru, with truth's illuſtrious ray 
Awake the world, and ſcare our owls away. 

Meanwhile, O friend! indulge me if I give 
Some needful precepts how to write and live: 
Serious ſhould be an author's final views; 

Who write for pure amuſement, ne'er amuſe. 
An author / tis a venerable name! 

How few deſerve it, and what numbers claim 

Uubleſt with ſenſe above their peers refin'd, 

W ho ſhall ſtand up difaters to mankind ? 

Nay, who dare /hine if not in virtue's cauſe, 

That ſole proprietor of juſt applauſe ? 

Yereftleſs men, who pant for letter d praiſe, 
With whom would you conſult to gain the bays ?— 
With thoſe great authors whoſe fam'd works you 

read ? 


'Tis well: go then, conſult the laurel'd ſhade. 
Eis late majeſty's benefation for modern languages 
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What anſwer will the laurel'd ſhade return ? 
Hear it and tremble! he commands you burn 
The nobleſt works his envy'd genius writ, 
That boaſt of nought more excellent than wit. 
If this be true, as 'tis a truth moſt dread, 
Woe to the page which has not that to plead! 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wiſh'd unwrote 
The fprightlieſt efforts of their wanton thought: 
Sidney and Waller, brighteſt ſons of fame, 
Condemn'd the charm of apes to the flame: 
And in one point is all true wiſdom caſt, 
To think that carly we muſt think at /aft. 
Immortal wits, ev'n dead, break nature's laws, 
Injurious ftill to virtue's ſacred cauſe, 
And their guilt growing as their bodies rot, 
(Revers'd ambition!) pant to be forgot. 
Thus ends your courted fame: does lucre then, 
The lacred thirſt of gold, betray your pen? 
In proſe tis blameable, in verſe tis worſe, 
Provokes the muſe, extorts Apollo's curſe; 
His ſacred influence never thou'd be fold, 
'Tis arrant Simony to lang for gold: 
'Tis immortality ſhou'd fire your mind; 
Scorn a leſs paymaſter than all mankind. | 
If bribes you ſeek, know this, ye writing tribe 
Who writes for virtue has the larpeſt bribe; 
All's on the party of the virtuous man ; 
The good will ſurely ſerve him if they can; 
The bad, when intereſt or ambition guide, 
And tis at once their intereſt and their pride + 
But ſhould both fail to take him to their care; 
He boaſts a greater friend, and both may ſpare. 
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Letters to man uncommon light diſpenſe, 
And what is virtue but ſuperior ſenſe ? 

In parts and learning you who place your pride, 
Your faults are crimes, yozr crimes are double - dy d. 
What is a ſcandal of the firſt renown, 

But letter'd knaves, and atheiſts in a gown ? 

"Tis harder far to pleaſe than give offence; 
The leaſt miſcondu@t damns the brighteſt ſenſe : 
Each ſhallow pate that cannot read your name, 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impreſſions deep 
On thoſe that o'er a page of Milton ſleep: 

Nor in their dulneſs think to fave your ſhame, 
True, theſe are fools, but wife men ſay the ſame. 

Wits are a deſpicable race of men, 

If they confine their talents to the pen; 

When the man ſhocks us, while the writer ſhines, 
Our ſcorn in lite, our envy in his lines. 

Yet proud of parts, with prudence ſome diſpenſe, 
And play the fool becauſe they're men of ſenſe, 
What inſtances bleed receat in each thought, 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought ? 

Againſt their wills what numbers ruin ſhun, 
Purely thro' wang of wit to be undone? 

Nature has ſhewn, by making it fo rare, 

That wz's a jewel which we need not wear; 

Of plain ſound ſenſe life's current coin is made, 
With that we drive the moſt ſubſtantial trade. 

Prudence protects and guides us, uit betrays, 
A ſplendid ſource of ill ten thouſand ways; 

A certain ſnare to miſeries immenſe ; 
A. gay prerogative from common ſenſe ; 
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Unleſs ſtrong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the beſt, 
Senſe fills your head, and genius fires your breaſt ; 
Yet till forbear : your wit (conſider well) 

'Tis great to ſhew,. but greater to conceal ; 
As it is great to golden.prize 
Of place or power q hut greater to deſpiſe. 

If {till you languiſh for an author's name, 
Think private merit leſs than public fame, 

And fancy not to write is not to live; 
Deſerve, and take, the great prerogative. 

But ponder what it is; how dear twill coſt, 
To write ane page which you may juſtly boaſt. 

Senſe may be good, yet not deſerve the preſs: 
Who write, an awful character profeſs ; 

The world as pupil of their wiſdom claim, 
And for their ſtipend an immortal fame : 
Nothing but what is ſolid or refin'd, 

Shou'd dare aſk public audience of mankind. 

Severely weigh your learning and your wit ; 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ : 
No writer fam'd in your own way paſs o'er ; 
Much truſt example, but reflection more: 

More had the antients writ, they more had taught, 
Which ſhews ſome work is left for modern thought. 
This weigh'd ; perſection know, and known 
adore, 
Tail, burn for that, but do not aim at more : 
Above, beneath it, the juſt limits fix ; 
And zealouſly prefer four lines to fix. 
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Write and rewrite, blot out and write again, 
And for its ſwiſtneſi ne er applaud your pen. 
Leaveto the jockeys that Newmarket praiſe, 
Slow runs the Pegaſus that wins the bays. 
Much time for immortality to pay, 

Is juſt and wiſe : for 4% is away. 

Time only can mature the brain; 

T ime is the father, and the ife ain: 

The ſame g-0d ſenſe that makes a man excel, 
Still makes him doubt he ne'er bas written well. 
Downright impoſlibilities they ſeck ; 

What man can be immortal in a week ? 

Excuſe no fault, tho* beautiful, "twill harm; 
One faultſhocks more than twenty beauties charm. 
Our age demands correftneſs ; Addiſon, 

And you, this commendable hurt have done. 
Now writers find, as once Achilles found, 
The whole is mortal, if a purt's unſound. 


He that ſtrikes out, and ſtrikes not out the beſt, 


Pours luſtre in, and dignifies the reſt : 
Give e er ſo little, if what's right be there, 
We praiſe for what you burn, and what you ſpare: 
The part you burn ſmells ſweet before the ſhrine, 
And is as incenſe to the part divine. 

Nor frequent write, tho you can do it well, 
Men may too off, tho* not too much excel. 
A few good works gain fame; more fink their price; 
Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice : 
They granted you writ well, what can they more, 
Unleſs you let them praiſe for giving oer? 

De bo/dly what you do, and let your page 
Smile, if it ſmiles, and if it rapes, rage. 
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So faintly Lucius cenſures and commends, 
That Lucius has no foes except his friends. 
Let ſatire leſs engage you than applauſe ; 
It new a generous mind to wink at flaws: 
Is genius yours ? be yours a glorious end, 
Be your king's, country's, truth's, religion's friend ; 
The public glory by your own beget ; 
Run nations, run poſterity in debt. 
And fince the fam'd alone make others live, 
Firſt have that glory you preſume to give. 
If fatire charms, ftrike faults, but ſpare the man, 
'Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg'd too high, 
Round your own fame the fatal ſplinters fly. 
As the ſoft plume gives ſwiftneſs to the dart, 
Good-breeding ſends the ſatire to the heart. 
Painters and ſurgeons may the fructure ſcan, 
Cenius and morals be with you the man: 
Defaults in thoſe alone ſhou'd give offence ; 
Who ſtrikes the per/on, pleads his innocence. 
My narrow-minded ſatire can't extend 
To Codrus* form, I'm not ſo much his friend, 
Himſelf ſhou'd publiſh that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be black, fair, tall, ſhort, thin or fat, 
Dirty or clean, I find no theme in that. 
Is that call'd humour ? it has this pretence, 
"Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit or ſenſe. 
Unleſs you boaſt the genius of a Swift, 
Beware of humpur, the dull rogue's /aft ſhift. 
Can others write like you? your taſk give o'er 3 
'Tis printing what was publiſn d long before. 
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If nought peculiar thro* your labours run, 

They're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 

Think frequently, think cloſe, read nature, turn 

Men's manners o'er, and half your volumes burn : 

To nurſe with quick reflection, be your ſtrife, 

Thoughts born from preſent objects, warm fromlife - 

When moſt unſought, ſuch infpirations riſe, 

Slighted by fooks, and cheriſh'd by the wiſe : 

Expect peculiar fame from theſe alone: 

Theſe make an author, theſe are all your own. 
Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn o'er, 

Hence unexperienc'd children of threeſcore. 

True, all men think of caurſe, as all men dream 

And if they ſlightly think, tis much the ſame, 

Letters admit not of a half renown, 

They give you nothing, or they give a crown. 

No work e'er gain'd true fame, or ever can, 

But what did honour to the name of man. 
Weighty. the ſulject, cogent the diſcourſe, 

Clear be the ſii/e, the very ſound of force, 

Eaſy the condut?, ſimple the deſign, 

Striking the moral, and the ſor divine: 

Let nature, art; and judgment, wit exceed; 

O'er learning reaſon reign ; o'er that, your creed: 

Thus virtue a ſeeds at once, and laurels, grow; 

Do thus, and riſe a Pope, or a Deſpreau. 

And when your genius exquiſitely ſhines, 

Live up 20 the full luſtre of your lines: 

Parts but expoſe thoſe men who virtue quit, 

And they plead Lucifer's deteſted cauſe, 

Who fax bere talents challenge our applauſe, 
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Would you reſtore juſt bonours to the pen ? 
From able writers ri/e to worthy men. 
« Who's this with nonſenſe, nonſenſe would re- 
ſtrain ? 

« Who's this, (they cry) fo vainly ſchools the vain? 

« Who damns our traſh, with ſo much traſh re- 
plete ; 

« As, three ells round, huge Ch:yne rails out at 
meat? 

Shall I, with Bavizs, then, my voice exalt, 
And challenge all mankind to ind one fault ? 
With buge examens overwhelm my page, 

And darken reaſon with dogmatic rage: 
As if one tedious volume writ in rbime, 
In proſe a duller cou'd excuſe the crime: 
Sure, next to writing, the moſt idle thing 
Is gravely to harangue on what we ſing. 

At that tribunal ſtands-the writing tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe ; 

Time is the judpe ; time has nor friend nor foe ; 
Falſe fame 7ſt wither, and the true will grow. 
Arm'd with this truth, all critics I defy ; 
For if I fall, by my ou pen I die; 
While ſnarlers ſtrive with proud but fruitleſs pain, 
To wound immortals, or to ſlay the flain. 

' Sore preſt with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets level'd at my head, 
Thus have 1 forg'd a þuckler in my brain 
Of recent form to ſerve me this campaign: 
And ſafely hope to quit the dreadful field 
Delug d with ink, and ſleep behind my ſhield ; 
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Unleſs dire Codrus rouſes to the fray 
In all his might, and damns me for a day. 

As turns a flock of geeſe, and on the green, 
Poke out their fooliſh necks in aukward ſpleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage |) to %%, not bite; 

So war their quills, when /n of dulneſi write. 
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HRICE happy 7065 + long-liv'd in regal ſtate, 

Nor ſaw the ſumptuous Eaſt a prince ſo great; 
Whoſe worldly ſtores in ſuch abundance flo d, 
Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow'd: 


* It is diſputed among the critics who was the author 
of the book of Job; ſome give it to Moſer, ſome to others. 
As 1 was engaged 1a this little performance, ſome argu- 
ments occurred. to me, which favour the former of theſe 
opinions ; which arguments I have flung intothe following 
notes, where little elſe is to be expected. 

+ TheAlmighty's ſpecch, chapter xxxviii. Ce. which is 
what I paraphraſe in this little work, is by much the fineſt 
part of the nobleſt and moſt antient poem in the world. 
Biſhop Patrick ſays, its grandeur is as much above all 
other poetry, as thunder is louder than a whiſper. In 
order to ſet this diſtinguiſhed part of the poem in a fuller 
light, and give the reader a clearer conception of it, I 
have abridged the preceding and ſubſequent parts of the 
poem, and joined them to it: ſo that this piece is a ſort 
of an epitome of the whole book of Fob. 

I uſe the word Paraphraſe, becauſe I want another 
which might better anſwer to the uncommon liberties I 
have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranſpoſed. The 
Mountain, the Comet, the Sun, and other parts, are entirely 
added; thoſe upon the Peacock, the Lion, &c. are much 
enlarged: and I have thrown the whole into a method 
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At length misfortunes take their turn to reign, ; 
And ills on ills ſucceed, a dreadful train! 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 
The ſword wide-waſting, the reproachful tongue, 
And ſpotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all o'er 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more 
A change ſo ſad what mortal heart cou'd bear ? 
Exbauſted woe had left him nought to fear, 

But gave him all to grief: low earth he preſt, 
Wept in the duſt, and ſorely ſmote his breaſt. 

His friends around the deep affliction mourn'd, 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd; 
In anguiſh of their hearts their mantles rent, 

And ſeven long days in folemn filence ſpent ; 

A debt of rey'rence to diſtreſs ſo great 

Then Fob contain'd no more, but curs'd his fate- 
His day of birth, its inauſpicious light 

He wiſhes ſank in ſhades of endleſs night, 

And blotted from the year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, inſtant death, impatient for the grave; 


more ſuitable to our notions of regularity. The judicious, 
if they compare this piece with the original, will, I flatter 
myſelf, find the reaſons for the great liberties l have in- 


dulged myſelf in through the whole. 


Longints has a chapter on interrogations, which ſhews 
that they contribute much to the ſublime. This ſpeech 
of the Almighty is made up of them. Interrogation ſeems 
indeed the proper ſtile of majeſty incenſed. It differs 
from other manner of reproof, as bidding a perſon execute 
himſelf, does from a common execution; for he that aſks 
the guilty a proper queſtion, makes him, in effect, paſs 


tentence on himſelf. 
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That ſeat of bliſs, that manſon of repoſe, 

Where reſt and mortals are no longer foes; 

Where counſellors are huſh'd, and mighty kings, 

O happy turn! no more are wretched things. 
His words were daring, and diſpleas d his friends; 

His conduct they reprove, and he defends ; 

And now they kindled into warm debate, 

And ſentiments oppos d with equal heat; 

Fix'd in opinion, both refuſe to yield, 

And ſummon all their reaſon to the field. 

So high at length their arguments were wrought, 

They reach'd the laſt extent of human thought ; 

A pauſe enſu'd. When lo! heav'n interpos'd, 

And awfully the long conteation clos'd. 

Full o'er their heads, with terrible ſurpriſe, 

A ſudden whirlwind blacken'd all the ſkies ; 

(They ſaw, and trembled ) from thedarkneſs broke 

A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke : 
Who gives his tongue a looſe ſo bold and vain, 

Cenſures my conduct, and reproves my reign ? 

Lifts up his thought againſt me from the duſt, 

And tells the world's Creator what is juſt ? 


The book of Feb is well known to be dramatic, and, 
like the tragedies of old Greece, is fiction built on truth. Pro- 
bably this moſt noble part of it, the Almighty ſpeaking out 
of the whirlwind (ſo ſuitable to the after practice of the 
Greek ſtage, when there happened diguus vindice nodus ) is ſicti- 
tious; butit is a fiction more agreeable tothe time iu which 
Job lived, than to any ſince. Frequent betore the law were 
the appearances of the Almighty after this manner, Exod. 
chap. xix. Ezek. ch. i. Cc. Hence is he ſaid to dwell in 
thick darknejs : and have his way in the whirlwind. 
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Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntleks eye, 

Face my demand, and pive it a reply. 

Where didſt thou dwell at nature's early birth! 

Who laid foundations for the ſpacious earth? 

Who on its ſurface did extend the line, 

Its form determine, and its bulk confine ? 

Who fix'd the corner-ſtone ? what hand, declare, 

urg it on nought, and faſten'd it in air! 

When the bright morning-ſtars in concert ſung, 

When heav'n's high arch with loud Hoſannas rung, 

When ſhouting ſons of Gop the triumph crown'd, 

And the wide concave thunder'd with the ſound. 

:.arth's num'rous kingdoms, haſt thou view d them all 

And can thy ſpan of knowledge graſp the ball! 

Whe heav'd the mountain, which ſublimely ſtands, 

And caſts its ſhadow into diſtant lands ? 
Who, ftretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep, 

Can that wild world in due ſubjection keep? 

broke the globe, I ſcoop'd its bollow'd fide, 

And did a-baſon for the floods provide; 

I chain'd them with my word ; the boiling ſea 

Work'd up in tempeſts heard my great decree; 

Thus far, thy floating tide ſhall be convey'd; 

And here, O main, be thy proud billows ſtay'd.” 


dere is a very great air in all that precedes, but this 
is ſignally ſublime. We are ſtruck with admiration to 
ſee the vaſt and ungovernable ocean receiving commands, 
and punctually obeying them; to find it like a managed 
horſe, raging, toſſing, and foaming, but by the rule and 
direction of its maſter. This paſlage yields in ſublimity 
to that of Let there be light, &c. ſo much only, as the ab- 
tolute government of nature yields to the creation of it. 
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Haſt thou explor'd the ſecrets of the deep, 
Where, ſhut from uſe, unnumber'd treaſures ſleep ; - 
Where down a thouſand fathoms from the day, 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the ſea ? 
Thole gloomy paths did thy bold foot e er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rowling o'er thy bead! 

Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to thee * 
Death's inmoſt chambers didit thou ever ſee? 

E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 

To the black portal through th' incumbent ſhadef © 
Deep are thoſe ſhades, but ſhades ſtill deeper hide 
My counſels from the ken of human pride. 

Where dwells the Jig, in what refulgent dome? 
And where has dar tneſi made her diſmal home ? 
Thou know'ſt, no doubt, ſince thy large heart is 

fraught 
With ripen'd wiſdom through long ages brought, 
Since nature was call'd forth when thou waſt by, 
And into being roſe beneath thine eye. 

Are miſis begotten ? who their father knew? 
From whom deſcend the pearly drops of dew ? 

To bind the ſtream by night what hand can boaſt, 
Or whiten morning with the hoary froſt ? 

Whoſe pow rful breath, from northern regions blown, 
Touches the ſea, and turns it into ſtone; 

A fudden defart fpreads o'er realms defac'd, 


And lays one half of the creation waſte ? 


Thou know'ſt me not, thy blindneſs cannot ſee 
How vaſt a diſtance parts thy Gop from thee. 


The like ſpirit in theſe two paſſages is no bad concur- 
rent argument, that Moſes is author of the book of Jab. 
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Canſt thou in whir/winds mount aloft ? Canſt thou 

In clouds and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow ? 

And, when day triumphs in meridian light, 

Put forth thy hand, and ſhade the world with night? 
Who launch'd the c/ozds in air, and bid them row! 

Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole? 

Who can refreſh the burning ſandy plain, 

And quench the ſummer with a waſte of rain? 

Who in rough deſarts, far from human toil 

Made rocks bring forth, and deſolation ſmile ? 

There blooms the roſe, where human face ne'er ſhone, 

And ſpreads its beauties to the ſun alone. 
To check the ſhow 'r who lifts his hand on high, 

And ſhuts the fluices of th* exhauſted ſky, 

When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 

Her naked mountains, and ber ruſſet plains, 

But new in life a chearful proſpect yields 

Of ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields ; 

When groves and foreſts laviſh all their bloom, 

And earth and heav'n are fill d with rich perfume ? 
Haſt thou e er ical'd my wint'ry ſkies, and ſeen 

Of hai and /:ows my northern magazine? 

Theſc the dread treaſures ot mine anger are, 

My fund of vengeance for the day of war, 

When clouds rain death, and ſtorms, at my command, 

Rage through the won ld, or waſte a guilty land. 
Who taught the rapid winds to fly fo faſt, 

Or ſhakes the centre with his caſtern blalt ? 

Who trom the ſkies can a whole deluge pour ? 

Who itrikes throꝰ nature with the ſolemn roar 

Of dreadful thunder ? points it where to fall, 

And in fierce /ight'ning wraps the flying ball ?— 

þ. 
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Not he who trembles at the darted fires, 
Falls at the ſound, and in the flaſh expires. 
Who drew the comet out to ſuch a ſize, 
And pour d his flaming train o'er half the ſkies? 
Did thy reſentment hang him out ? does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce from thee ? 
Who on low earth can moderate the rein 
That guides the ſtars along th' etherial plain; 
Appoint their ſeaſons, and direct their courſe, 
Their luſtre brighten, and ſupply their force ? 
Canſt thou the fkies benevolence reſtrain, 
And cauſe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion ſparkles from his fphere, © 
Thaw the cold ſeaſon, and unbind the year: 
Bid Mazaroth his deſtin'd tation know, 
And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow? 
Mine is the night, with all her ſtars ; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reſerve in ſtore. | 
Doſt thou pronounce where day-light ſhall be born» 
And draw the purple curtain of the morn ? 
Awake the ſur, and bid him come away, 
And glad the world'with his obſequious ray ? 
Haſt thou enthron'd in flaming glory driv'a 
Triumphant round the ſpacious ring of heav'n ? 
That pomp of light what hand ſo far diſplays, 
That diſtant earth lyes baſking in the blaze! 
Who did the /oz/ with her rich pow'rs inveſt, 
And light up reaſon in the human breaſt, 
To ſhine, with freſh increaſe of luſtre, bright, * 
When ſtars and ſun are ſet in endleſs night? © 
To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 
Th' Almighty ſpoke, and, ſpeaking, ſhook the ſky. 
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What then, Chaldean ſire, was thy ſurpriſe ? 
Thus thou, with trembling heart, and down-caft 
eyes, 


« Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 
„My tongue has err d, but ſhall preſume no more: 
« My voice is in eternal filence bound, 


« And all my foul falls proſtrate to the ground.” 
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He ceas d: when lo! again th' Almighty ſpoke; 
The ſame dread voice from the black whirlwind 
broke. 


Can that arm meaſure with an arm divine ? 
And canſt thou thunder with a voice like mine: 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The bulk of waters, the wide-ſpreading main, 
When mad with tempeſts all the billows riſe 
In all their rage, and daſh the diſtant ſkies ? 

Came forth in beauty's excellence array'd, 
And be the grandeur of thy pow'r diſplay d z 
Put on omnipotence, and frowning make 
The ſpacious round of the creation ſhake ; 
Dilpatch thy vengeance, bad it overthrow | 
Triumphant vice, lay lofty tytants low, Ki 
And crumble them to duſt : when this is done, 2 
I grant thy ſaſety lodg d in thee alone ; 

Of thee thou art, and may ſt undaunted ſtand 
Behind the buckler of thine own. right hand. 

Fond man! the viton of a moment made £ 
Dream. of a dream! and ſhadow of a ſhade ! a 
What worlds haſt thou produc'd, what creatures Il, 

N 
ſi 


fram d, 
What inſects cheriſh'd, that thy God is blam d? 
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When ® pain'd with hunger the wild raven brood 
Loud calls on Gop importunate for food, 

Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarſe requeſt, 

And ſtills the clamour of the craving neſt ? 


Who in the ſtupid 4 offrich has ſubdu'd 
A parent's care, and fond inquietude ? 


Another argument that Meſes was the author, is, 
that moſt of the creatures here mentioned arc Egyptian 
The rcaſon given why the raven is particularly mention- 
ed as an object of the care of providence, is, becauſe by 
her clamorous and importunate voice, ſhe particularly 
ſeems always calting upon it; thence zopavcw « A, 
fulian. I. 2. c. 48. is to aſk earneſily. And face there were 
wens on the bank of the Nile, more clamorous than 
the reſt of that ſpecies, thoſe probably are meant in that 
place. 

+ There arc many inftances ef this bird's ſtupidity; 
et two ſaffice. Firſt, it covers its head in the reeds, and 
thinks atfelf all out of fight. 
Stat lumine clauſo 

Ridendum revoluta caput, creditgue latere 

DP uae non ipſa videt —— Ciavp. 
Secondly. They that go in purſuit of them, draw the 
kin of an oftrich's neck on one hand, which proves a 
lufficient lure to take them with the other. | 
They have fo little brain that Heliogabulus had fix 
mndred heads for his ſupper. 

Here we may obſcrve, that our judicious as well as ſub- 
lime author juſt touches the great points of diſtinction in 
each creature, and then haſtens to another. A deſcrip- 
tion is exact when you cannot add, but what is common 
t another thing; nor withdraw, but ſomething peculiarly 
belonging to the thing deſcribed. A likeneſs is loſt in too 
auch deſcription, as a Meaning often in too much illu- 


ration. 


_ thoſe beautiful plumes (which are there ſhut up) into half 
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While far ſhe flies, her ſcatter'd eggs are found, Wi 


Without an owner, on the ſandy ground ; An 
Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy ly, 
And borrow life from an indulgent ſky ; Per 
Adopted by the ſun, in blaze of day, W. 
They ripen under his prolific ray ; Sh, 
Unmindful ſhe, that ſome unhappy tread Th 
May cruſh her young in their neglected bed; Li 


* What time ſhe fkims along the field with ſpeed, 
+ he ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſteed. 

t How rich the peacock ? what bright glories ri 
From plume to plume, and vary in the ſun ? 
He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray, 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day, 


Here is marked another peculiar quality of this crea- 
ture, which neither flies nor runs directly, but has a mo- A 
CE OT OE TE TIC, makes 


ſpeed. 
Vaſta velut Lybiae venantum vocibus ales 
Cum premetur calidus curfu tranſmittit arenas, 
Taque modum veli ſinuatis flamine pennis 
Pulverulenta voa: CLAUD. in Eutr. 
+ Xenophor. fays, Cyrus had horſes that could overtake 
the goat and the wild aſs ; but none that could reach this 
creature. A thouſand golden ducats, or a hundred ca- 
mels, was the ſtated price of a horſe that could equal 
Though this bird is but juſt mentioned in my author, 
I could not forbear going a little farther, and ſpreading 
a dozen lines. The circumſtance 1 have marked of his 


opening his plumes to the ſun, is true. Expandit colores 
edverſo maxime fole, quia ſic ſulg entius radiant. Plin. I. z. c. 20. 
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With conſcious ſtate the ſpacious round diſplays, 
And ſlowly moves amid the waving blaze. 
Who taught the hawk to find, in ſeaſons wiſe, 
Perpetual ſummer, and a change of ikies ? 
When clouds deform the year, ſhe mounts the wind, 
Shoots to the ſouth, nor fears the ſtorm behind ; 
The ſun returning, ſhe returns again, 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 
Tho' ſtrong the“ hawk, thoꝰ practisd well to fly, 
An eagle drops her in a lower ſky ; 
An eagle when deſerting human fight, 
She ſecks the ſun in her unweary'd flight : 
Did thy command her yellow pinion lift 
So high in air, and feat her on the clift, 
Where far above thy world ſhe dwells alone, 
And proudly makes the ſtrength of rocks her own; 
{ Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread ſurvey, 
And with a glance predeſtinates her prey ? 
She feaſts her young with blood, and hov'ring o'er 
Th' unſlaughter'd hoſt, enjoys the promis'd gore. 


* Thuanus (de re accip.) mentions a hawk that flew from 
Paris to London in a night / 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its ſwiftneſs, made it 
their ſymbo! tor the wind; for which reaſon we mayAup- 
poſe the hawk, as well as the crow above, to have becn a 
aird of note in Egypt. 

The eagle is ſaid to be of fo acute a ſight, that when 
ſhe is ſo high in the air that man cannot ſee her, ſhe can 
diſcern the ſmalleſt fiſh under water. My author accu- 
rately underſtood the nature of the creatures he deſcribes, 
and ſecms to have been a naturaliſt as well as a poet, 
which the next note will confirm. 

Vo I. I. 8 
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+Know'ſt thou how many moons, by me aſſign'd, W By 

Rowl o'er the mountain goat, and foreſt hind, Hi: 

While pregnant they a mother's load ſuſtain ? As 

They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth their pain, He 

Hale are their young, from human frailties freed, Co 

Walk unſuſtain'd, and unaſſiſted feed ; Tt 
They live at once, forſake the dam's warm fide, 

Take the wide world, with nature for their guide, W 

Bound o'er the lawn, or ſeek the diſtant glade, N 

And find a home in each delightful ſhade. 1 

Will the tall reem, which knows no lord but me, T. 

Lowe at the crib, and aſk an alms of thee ? At 

Submit his unworn ſhoulder to the yoke, H 

At 

Al 

Al 

H 

F. 

* 

G 

H 

N 

B 

T 


Break the ſtiff clod, and o'er thy furrow ſmoke ? 
Since great his ſtrength, go truſt him void of care, 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year, 
Bid him bring home the ſeaſons to thy doors, 
And caſt his load among the gather'd ſtores. 
Didſt thou from ſervice the wild af diſcharge, 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 
Thro' the wide waſte his ample manſion roam, 
And loſe himſelf in his unbounded home ? 


1 The meaning of this queſtion is, Knoweſt thou the 
time and cir:umſiances of their bringing forth? For to 
know the time only was caſy, and had nothing extraor- C 
dinary in it; but the circumſtances had ſomething pecu- V 
liarly expreſſive of God's providence, which makes the 
queſtion proper in this place. Pliny obſerves, that the I 
hind with young is by inſtinct directed to a certain herb 8 
called Seſelis, which facilitates the birth. Thunder alſo - 
(which looks like the more immediate hand of provi- 1 
dence) has the ſame effect. Pſal. xxix. In ſo early an age F 
40 obſcrve. theſe things, may ſtile our author a naturaliſt. 
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By nature's hand magnificently fed, 
His meal is on the range of mountains ſpread; 
As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 
He fees in diſtant ſmoke the city throng, 
Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns the ſmother'd train, 
The threat'ning driver, and the ſervile rein. 

Survey the warlike hor/e ! didſt thou inveſt 
With thunder his rubuſt diſtended cheſt ? 
No ſenſe of fear his dauntleſs ſoul allays; 
'Tis dreadful to behold his noſtrils blaze : 
To paw the vale he proudly takes delight, 
And triumphs in the fulneſs of his might ; 
High · rais d he ſnuffs the battle from afar, 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war, 
And mocks at death, and throws his foam around, 
And in a ſtorm of fury ſhakes the ground. 
How does his firm, his riſing heart advance 
Full on the brandiſh'd ſword, and ſhaken launce, 
While his fix'd eye- balls meet the dazzling ſhield, 
Gaze, and return the lightning of the field! 
He ſinks the ſenſe of pain in gen'rous pride, 
Nor feels the ſhaft that trembles in his fide, 
But neighs to the ſhrill crumpet's dreadful blaſt 
Till death; and when he groans, he groans his laſt. 

But fiercer ſtill the lordly {or ſtalks, 
Grimly majeſtic in his lonely walks : 
When round he glares, all living creatures fly, 
He clears the deſart with his rowling eye. 
Say, mortal, does he rouze at thy command, 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand ? 
Doſt thou for him in foreſts bend thy bow, 
And to his gloomy den the morſel throw, 

8 2 
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Where bent on death ly hid his tawny brood, 
And couch'd in dreadful ambuſh, pant for blood 
Or ſtretch'd on broken limbs, conſume the day 
In darkneſs wrapt, and ſlumber o'er their prey ? 

+ By the pale moon they take their diſtm'd round, 
And laſh their ſides, and furious tear the ground: 
Now ſhrieks and dying groans the deſart fill ; 
They rage, they rend, their rev'nous jaws diſtil 
With crimſon foam ; and when the banquet's o'er, 
They ſtride away, and paint their ſteps with gore 
In fight alone the ſhepherd puts his truſt, 

And ſnedders at the talon in the duſt. 

Miid is my Behemoth, tho' large his frame, 
Smooth is his temper, and repreſt his flame, 
While unprovok'd: this native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts aſhore for food: 
Earth ſiuks beneath him as be moves along 
To ſeek the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 


See with what ſtrength his harden'd loins are bound, 


All over proof, and ſhut againſt a wound; 
How like a mountain cedar moves his tail, 
Nor can his complicated ſinews fail: 

Built high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs 
The bars of ſteel, his ribs are ribs of braſs ; 
Nis port majeſtic, aud his armed jaw, 

Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain law: 
The mountains feed him ; there the beaſts admir: 
The mighty ſtranger, and in dread retire; 
At length his greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 
Graze in his ſhadow, and his eye obey. 


+ Purſuing their prey by night is true of moſt wilk 
deaſts, particularly the lion. Pu. civ. 20. The Aratr”. 


co 
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The fens and marſhes are his cool retreat, 

His noon-tide ſhelter from the burning heat; 

Their ſedgy boſoms his wide couch are made, 

And proves of willows give him all their ſhade : 
His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with drought, 

He truſts to turn its current down his throat ; 

In leſſen'd waves it creeps along the plain, 

* He links a river, and he thirſts apain. 
+ Go to the Nile, and from its fruitful fide, 

Caſt forth thy line into the ſwelling tide ; 

With ſlender hair Leviathan command, 

And ſtretch his vaſtneſs on the loaded ſtrand: 

Will he become thy ſervant, will he own 

Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown, 

Or with his ſport amuſe thy leiſure day, 

And bound in filk with thy ſoft maidens play? 
Shall pompous banquets fwell with ſuch a prize, 

And the bowl journey round his ample Gze? 

Or the debating merchants ſhire the prey, 

And various lia:5s to various marts convey ? 


have one among their 550 names for the lion, which hz 


Cet i glaciale capt quo ſuet-s anbelan 
Ferre fiim Python, amicmęgur adertere pguts. 
STAT. Theb. v. 349. 
O ſpirits ter eret mintes, naurivet hint. 
Fumiuo, &c. CLa up. pre“ in Ruf. 

Let not then this hyperbole ſeem too much tor an ca- 
ſtern poet, though ſor c commentators d name rain hats 
in this place tor a new conſiruction, through fear of it. 

+ The taking the crocodile is molt diflicult. 1:5doru; favs, 
they are not to be taken but by iron nets. When Argue: 
conquered Ezypt, he ſtruck a medal, the impreſs of which 
was a crocodile chained to 4 palm-tree, with this inferip 
200, NEMQO AN IEA I XL. LIGA II. Nt 
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Throuph his frm ſkull what ſteel its way can win? 
W hat forceful engine can ſubdue his flcin ? 
Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleſs might; 
The braveſt ſhrink to cowards in his ſight, 
+ The raſheſt dare not rouze him up; who then 

hall turn on me, among the ſons of men! 

Am I a debtor? haſt thou ever heard 
M heuce come the gifts which are on me conferr'd 
My laviſh fruits a thouſand vallies fills, | 
Ard mine the herds, that graze a thouſand hills; 
Farth, fea, and air, all nature is my own, 
id ſtars, and fun, are duſt beneath my throne: 
Ard dar'ſt thou with the world's great father vie, 
Thou, who doſt tremble at my creature's eye? 
At full my huge Leviathan ſhall riie, 

Boalt all his ſtrength, and ipread his wondrous ſize. 
Who, great in arms, e'er ſtripp'd his ſhining mail, 
Or crown'd his triumph with a ſingle ſcale ? 
Whole heart ſuſtains him to draw near? * behold 
Deſtruction yawns, his ſpacious jaws unfold, 
And, marſhall'd round the wide expanſe, diſcloſe 


Teeth edg'd with death, and crouding rows on rows 


hat hideous fangs on either ſide ariſe, 
And what a deep abyſs between them 1yes? 


+ This alludes tc a cuſtom of this creature, which is, 


when ſated with tifh, to come aſhore and eep among the, 


reeds. 

* The crocodile's mouth is exceeding wide. Wher 
ne gapes, fays P:i.y, jt tatum vi. Martial ſays to hi 
old wonian, 

Cam comparata rictil ut tuis ora 
Athacrs tuo (COOLS ON GULA, 
30 that the exprefiLon there is barely juPt 
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Mete with thy lance, and with thy plum net ſound, 
The one how long, the other how profound. 

His bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious ſoul, 
That clouds of ſmoke from his ſpread noſtrils row! 
As from a furnace; and, when rous'd his ire, 
Fate iſſues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire: 

The rape of tempeſts, and the roar of ſas, 
Thy terror, this thy great Superior plcaſe ; 
Strength on his ample ſhoulder hits in ſtate, 
His well-join'd ii ubs are dreadfully complete, 
His flakes of folid fleih arc flow to part, 

As [teel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 

When late awak'4 he rears hin trom his floods, 
And ſtretching rorth lis ſtature to the clouds, 
Writhes in the ſun aloft his ſcaly height, 

And itrikes the diſtant hitis with trankent light, 
Far round are fatal damps of terror ſpread, 
The mighty tear, nor bluſh to own their dread, 

* Large is his front; aud when bis burnich'd eye; 

Lift their broad lids, the morning leems to riſe» 


+ This too is ncarct truth than at firſt view tay be 
'\magined. The crocodi:e, ſay the naturaliſts, lying long 
under watcr, and being there forced to hold its bn uth, 
when it emerges, the breath long repreſt is hot, aud burtts 
aut io vivlcntly, that it reſembles fire and ſmoke. Che 
norſe ſuppreifes not his breath by aay means ſo long, 
neither is he ſo ſierce or animated; yet the moſt corre 
ot ports Ventures to Pt the tame metapher conacctieng 
aim: 

Cusn zue premens % VE % rar b ns ianem. 

By this and the foregoing note | would caution againſt 
a falic opinion ot the Taſlern boldact>, from paſſag:s in 
them ill aderſtood. | 

Hi, Cen are lite the eye-lius of tie mari . I think 


—— 
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In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, 
The ſwift.wing'd arrow, the deſcending blade, 
His naked breaſt their impotence defies, 

The dart rebounds, the brittle faulchion flies : 
Shut in himſelf the war without he hears, 

Safe in the tempeit of their rattling ſpears ; 
The cumber'd ſtrand their waſted vollies ſtrow ; 
His ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. 

His paſtimes like a caldron boil the flaod, 
And blacken ocean with the riſing mud; 

The billows feel him as hz works his way. 
His hoary footſteps ſhine along the lea ; 


this gives us as great an image of the thing it would cx 
pre ſo, 45 can center the thought of man. It is not impto- 
bale that the Fzvptins ſtole their hicroglyphic for the 
morning, which is the crocodile's eye, from this paſſage. 
thcvgh no commentator 1 have ſecn mentions it. It i, 
eaſy to conceive how the Egypiiy.; thould be both read- 
ers, and admiters ot the writings of A, whom I ſup- 
poſe the author of this poem. 

I have obſerved already, that three or four of the crea - 
tures here deſcribed are E 2 yptian; the two laſt are noto- 
Tiouily ſo, they are the rivet-horſe and the crocodile, 
thoſe celebrated inhabitants of the Vile; and on theſe two 
our author clicſ'y dwells. It would have been expected 
from an author more remote from that river than 0/4, 
in a catalogue of creatures produced to magnify the Crea- 
tor, to have dwelt on the two largeſt works of his hand, 
Viz. the elephant and the whale. This is ſo natural an 
expectation that ſom: commentators have rendered Eco te 
moth and Letiithan, the elephant and whale, though the 
deicriptionrs in our author will not admit of it; but 175 
being (as we may weil ſuppote under an immediate terror 
of the Hijp9potamss and eocodile, from their daily mit- 
chicfs and ravayes around them, it is Jer) accountabi- 
why he 10:40 permit them to take placc 
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The foam high-wrought with whitedivides the green, 
And diſtant ſailors point where Jcath has been. 
His like earth bears not on her ſpacious face, 
Alone in nature (lands his dauntleſs race, 
Vor utter ignorance of fear renown'd; 
In wrath he rolls bis baleful eye around, 
Makes every ſwoln diſdainful heart ſubſide ; 
And holds dominion o'er the ſous of pride. 
Then the Cha/d:ar eas'd his lab'ring breaſt, 
With full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 
«© Thou can'ſt accompliſh all things, Logp of 
might! 
« Audevery thought is naked to thy ſight: 
« But oh: thy ways are wonderful, and ly 
'« Beyond the deepeſt reach of mortal eye, 
*« Oft have I heard of thine Almighty pow'r, 
But never ſaw thee till this dreadful hour. 
*« O'erwhelm'd with ſhamgythe Lo xp of life I ſee, _ 
„ Abhor myſelf, and give my ſoul to thee : 
«© Nor ſhall my weakneſs tempt thine anger more: 
* Man is not made to queſtion, but adore.” 
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Let the ſea make a noiſe, let the floods clap their hands. 
Pſal. xcviii. 


T. 


WEET rural ſcene 
Of flocks and green / 
At careleſs caſe my limbs are ſpread ; 
All nature ſtill, 
But yonder rill ; 
And liſt'ning pines nod o'er my head: 


II. 
In proſpect wide, 
The boundleſs tide / 
Waves ceaſe to foam, and winds to roar ; 
Witbout a breeze, 
The curling ſeas 
Dance on, in meaſure, to the ſhore. 


III. 


Who ſings the ſource 
Of wealth and force? 
Vaſt field of commerce, and big wer, 
Where wonders dwell ! 
Where terrors ſwell! 
And Neptune thunders from his car! 
Vor. I. T 


213 . 


IV. 


Where? where are they, 
. Whom Pacar's ray 
Has touch'd, and bid divinely rave ? 
What, none aſpire ? 
I ſnatch the lyre, 
And plunge into the foaming wave. 


V. 


The wave reſounds ! 
The rock rebounds ! 

The Nereids to my ſong reply! 
I lead the choir, 


And they conſpire, | 
With voice and ſhell, to lift it high. 


VI. 
They ſpread in air, 
| Their boſoms fair, 
Their verdant treſſes pour behind ; 
The billows beat 
With nimble feet, | 
With notes triumphant ſwell the wind. 


Who love the ſhore, 

Let thoſe adore 
Parnaſſus hill, 
And Orpheus (kill; 
But let Arion's harp be mine. 
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VIII. 


The main ! the main 
Is Britain's reign ; 
Her ſtrength, her glory is her feet; 
The main ! the main ! 
Be. Britain's train ; 
Ay Tritons ſtrong, as Syrens (weet . 


IX. 
Thro' nature wide, 
Is nought deſcry'd F 
Zo rich in pleaſure or ſurprize; 
When all-ſerene, 
How ſweet the ſcene ? 
How dreadful when the billows riſe 


X. 


And ſtorms deface 
The fluid plaſs, 
In which eer while Britannia fair 
Look'd down with pride, 
I Like ocean's bride, 
Adjuſting her majeſtic air? 


XI. 
When tempeſts ceaſe, 
And huſh'd in peace, 
'The Ratten'd ſurges, ſmoothly ſpread, 
| Deep ſilence keep, 
And ſeem to ſleep, 
Recumbent on their oozy bed; 
8 
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XII. 


With what a trance, 
The level glance 
Unbroken ſhoots along the ſeas ? 
Which tempt from ſhore 
A The painted oar, 
And every canvas courts the breeze 


XIII. 


When ruſhes forth 
The frowning North | 
On black'ning billows, with what dread 
My ſhuddering ſoul 
Beholds them rowl, 
And hears their roarings o'er my head ? 


XIV. 
With terror, nlerk, 
You flying bark . 
Now centre-deep deſcend the brave, 
Now toſs'd on hiph, 
It takes the ſky, 
£ teather on the tow'ring wave 


XV. 


Now ſpins around 
In whirls profound ; 


Now whelm'd ; now pendent near the clouds, 


Now ſtunn'd it reels 
Midſt thunders peals; 4 
And now fierce lightning fires the ſhrouds. 
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XVI. 
All aether burns! | | 
Chaos returns! | 
And blends, once more, the ſeas and ſkies. A 
No ſpace between | 
Thy boſom preen, 
O deep! and the blue concave lyes. 


XVII. 


The northern blaſt, 
The ſhatter'd maſt, 
The ſyrt, the whirlpool, and the rock, 
The breaking ſpout, 
The ſtars gone out, 
The boiling ſtrait, the monſters ſhock. 


XVIII. 


Let others fear; 
To Britain dear 
Whate'er promotes her daring claim; 
Thole terrors charm, 
Which keep her warm, 
In chace of honeſt gain or fame. 


XIX. 


The ſtars are bright 
To chear the night, 
And ſhed, thro' ſhadows, temper'd fire; 
And Phoebus flames 
With burniſh'd beams, 
Which ſome adore, and all admire. 
T 3 
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XX. 
Are then the ſeas 
Outſhone by theſe? 
Bright Thetis thou art not outſhone ; 
With kinder beams, 


And ſofter gleams, 
Thy boſom wears them as thy own. 


XXI. 
There, ſet in green, 
Cold. ſtars are ſeen, 
A mantle rich! thy charms to wrap ; 
And when the ſun 
His race has run, 
He falls enamour'd in thy lap. 


XXII. 


Thoſe clouds whoſe dyes 
Adorn the ſkies, 

That ſilver /70w, that pearly rain, 
Has Phoebus ſtole 
To grace the pole, 

The plunder of th' invaded main 


XXIII. 


The gaudy bow, 
Whoſe colours glow, 
Whoſe arch with ſo much {kill is bent, 
To Phocbus ray, 
Which paints ſo gay, : 
By thee the wat'ry woof was lent. 
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XXIV. 


In chambers deep, 
Where waters ſleep, 
What unknown treaſures pave the floor ! 
The pear! in rows 
Pale luſtre throws; 
The wealth immenſe, which ſtorms devour. 


XXV. 


From Indian mines 
With proud deſigns 
The merchant ſwoln, digs golden ore: 
The tempeſts riſe, 
And ſeize the prize, 
And toſs him breathleſs on the ſhore. 


XXVT. 
His ſon complains 
In pious ſtrains, 
« Ak! cruel thirſt of gold,” he cries; 
Then ploughs the main, 
In zeal for pain, 
The tears yet ſwelling in his eyes, 


XXVII. 


Thou wat'ry vaſt ! 
W hat mounds are caſt 
To bar thy dreadful flowings o'er ? 
Thy proudeſd foam 
Muſt know its home ; 
But rage of gold diſdains a ſhore. 
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XXVIII. 
Gold pleaſure buy: ; 
But pleafure dies, 
Too ſoon the groſs fruition cloys ; 
Tho! raptwres court, 
The ſenſe is ſhort ; . 
But virtue kindles living joys ; 


XXIX. 


Joys felt alone / 
Joys aſk'd of none! 
Which time's and fortune's arrows miſs; 
Joys that ſubſiſt, 
Tho' fates reſiſt, 
An unprecarious, endleſs bliß! 


XXX. 


The foul refin'd 
Is moſt enclin'd 
To every moral excellence; . 
All vice is dull, 
A knave's a fool; 
And virtue is the child of /zx/c.. 


XXXI. 


The virtuous mind, 
Nor wave, nor uind, 
Nor civil rage, nor tyrant's frown, 
The ſhaken ball, 
Nor planets fall, 
From its firm baſu can detbrene. 
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XXXII. 
This Britain knows, 
And therefore glows 
With gen'rous paſſions, and expend? 
Her wealth and zeal 
On public weal, 


\nd brightens both by godlike ends. 


XXXIII. 


What end ſo great, 

As that which late 
Awoke the genius of the main, 

Which tow'ring roſe, 

With George to cloſe, 
And rival great Eliza's reign ? 


XXXIV. 


A voice has flown 
From Britain's throne, 
To re-inflame 2 grand delign ; 
That voice ſhall rear 
You * fabric fair, 
As nature's roſe at the divine. 


XXXV. 
When nature ſprung, 
Bleſt angels ſung, | 
And ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; 
For ſtrains as bigh, 
As man's can fly, 
Theſe ſea-devoted honours call. 


A new fund for Greeuwich hoſpital recommended 
from the throne. 
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XXXVI. 

From boiſt'rous ſeas, 
The lap of eaſe 

Receives our worded, and our o: 
High domes aſcend | 
Stretch'd archer bend 

Praud columns ſwell | wide gates unfold ! 


XXVII. 
Here, ſoft · reclin d, 
From wave, from wind, 
And fortune's tempeſt ſafe aſhore, 
To cheat their care, 
Of former war 


They talk the pleaſing ſhadems o'er. 
XXVXVIII. 
In lengthen d tales, 
Our fleet prevails ; 
In tales the lepitives of age / - 
And o'er the bowl, 
| They fire the ſoul 
Of liſt'ping,y0uzh-to martial rage. 


XXXIX. 

Vnhappy they ! 

And falſely gay 
Who baſk for ever in ſucceſs ; 
A conſtant feaſt 

Quite palls the taſte, 
And leng enjoyment is diſtreſi. 
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XL. 

When, after toil, 

| His native foil 

The panting mariner regains, 
What tran/port flaws 
From bare repoſe ? 

We reap our pleaſure from our pains. 


XLI. 
Ye warlike ſlain ! 
Beneath the main, 
Wrapt in a wat'ry winding-ſheet ; 
Who bought with blood 
Your country's good, 
Your country's full. bleum glory preet. 
XLII. 
What pow*rful charm 
Can death diſarm ? 
By Jove, by fame, 
By Georg#s:name, 
Awake! awake l awake! awake 


XLIII. 
With ſpiral ſhell, 
Full- blaſted tell, 
That all your wat'ry realms ſhould ring 
Your pearl alcoves, | 
Your coral groves, ' 
Should echo theirs, and Britain's king. 


* Written ſoon after king George 1.'s acceſſion. ! 


# 
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XLIV. 


As long as ſtars 
Guide mariners, 
As Carolina's virtues pleaſe, 
Or ſuns invite 
The raviſh'd ſight, 
The Britiſh flag ſhall ſweep the ſeas. 


XLV. 


Peculiar both 
Our ſoil's ſirong growth, 
And our bold natives hardy mind ; 
Sure heav'n beſpoke 
Our hearts and oak, 
To give a maſter to mankind. 


XLVI. 


That nobleſt birth 
Of teeming earth, 
Of foreſts fair that daughter proud, 
To foreign coaſts 
Our grandeur: boaſts, 
And Britain's pleaſure ſpeaks aloud : 


XLII. 
Now big with war, 
Sends fate from far, 
If rebel realms thejr fate demand ; 
Now, ſumptuous ſpoils 
Of foreign /oils 
Pours in the boſom of our land. 
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XLVIII. 


Hence, Britain lays 
In ſcales, and weighs 
The fates of kingdoms, and of kings ; 
And as ſhe frowns 
Or ſmiles, on crowns 
A night, or day of glory ſprings. 


XLIX. 


Thus ocean ſwells 
The ſtreams and rills, 
And to their borders lifts them high ; 
Or cle withdraws 
The mighty cauſe, 
And leaves their famiſh'd channels dry. 


vor. I. U 
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I. The Britiſh Sa1LoR's Exultation. 


I. His Prayer before Engagemen-'. 
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THE 


D2DICAT ION; 


TO 
Mx VOLTAIRE. 


. 


Y muſe, a bird of paſſage, flies 
From frozen climes to milder ſkies; 
From chilling blaſts ſhe ſeeks thy chearing beam, 
A beam of favour, here deny d; 
Conſcious of faults, her bluſhing pride 
Hopes an aſylum in ſo great a name. 


II. 


To dive full deep in antient days, 
The warrior's ardent deeds to raiſe, 

And monarchs aggrandize; — the glory, thine ; 
Thine is the drama, how renown'd! 
Thine, Epic's loftier trump to ſound ;j—— 

But let Arion's ſea-ſtrung harp be mine. 


III. 


But where's his dolphin? Know ꝰ'ſt thou where ? 
May tha: be found in thee, Voltaire! 
Save thou from harm my plunge into the wave: 
How will thy name illuſtrious raile 
My ſink ing ſong? Mere mortal lays, 
Se pat: oniz'd, are reſcu'd from the grave. 
U 3 
Annals of the Emperor CHARLES XIL Lewis XIV. 
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IV. 


« Tell me, fay*ſt thou, who courts my ſmile? 
* What ſtranger ſtray'd from yonder iſle ?— 
No ſtranger, Sir! tho' born in foreign climes : Lif 
On Dorſet downs, when Milton's page, 
With Sin and Death, provok'd thy rage, | 
Thy rage provok'd,who ſooth'd with gentle rbymes ? Ti 


V. 


Whe kindly couch'd thy cenſure's eye, 
And gave thee clearly to deſcry 
Sound judgment giving law to fancy ſtrong ? 
I ho half inclin'd thee to confeſs, 
Nor could thy modeſty do leſs, 
That Milton's blindneſs lay not in his ſong ? \ 


VI. 


But ſuch debates long ſince are flown : 
For ever ſet the ſuns that ſhone 
On airy paſtimes, ere our brows were grey: 
Ho ſhortly ſhall we both forget, 
To thee my patron, I, my debt, 
And thou to thine, for Pruſſta's golden key. 


VII. 
The preſent, in oblivion caſt, 
Full ſoon ſhall fleep, as ſleeps the paſt ; 
Full ſoon the wide diſtinction die between 
The frowns, and favours of the great; 
Hiph-fluſh'd ſucceſs, and pale defeat ; 
The Gallic gaiety, and Britiſh ſpleen. 


— — 
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VIII. 
N Ye wing' d, ye rapid moments ! ſtay: 
Oh friend! as deaf as rapid, they; 
Life's little drama done, the curtain falls 
Doſt thou not hear it? I can hear, 
Though nothing ſtrikes the liſtening ear ;_ 
Time groans his laſt! ETERNAL loudly calls! 


IX. 


Nor calls in vain ; the call inſpires 
Far other counſels, and deſires, 
Than once prevail'd; we ſtand on higher ground: 
What ſcenes we ſee Exalted aim! 
With ardors new, our ſpirits flame; 
Anbition bleſt! with more than /aurels crown'd, 


A 
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ODE Tus FIRST. 


The BRITISH SAILOR's Exultation. 


I 


N lofty ſounds let thoſe delight, 
Who brave the foe, but fear the fight ; 
And bold in word, of arms decline the ſtroke : 
"Tis mean to boaſt ; but great to lend 
To foes the counſel of a friend, 
And warn them of the vengeance they provoke. 


IT. 


From whence ariſe theſe loud alarms ? 
Why gleams the ſonth with brandiſh'd arms} 
War, bath'd in blood, from curſt ambition ſprings : 
Ambition mean | ignoble pride! 
Perhaps their ardors may ſubſide, 
When weigh'd the wonders Britain's ſailor ſings. 


III. 


Hear and revere.— At Britain's awful nod, 

From each inchanted grove, and wood, 
Haſtes the huge oak, or ſhadeleſs foreſt leaves; 

The mountain pines aſſume new forms, 

Spread canvas-wings, and fly through ſtorras, 
And ride o'er rocks, and dance on foaming waves. 


— 
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IV. 
She nods again: the lab'ring earth 
Diſcloſes a tremendous birth; 
In ſmoaking rivers runs her molten ore; 
Thence, monſters of enormous ſize, 
And hideous aſpect, threat'ning riſe, 
Flame from the deck, from trembling baſtions roat. 


V. 


Theſe miniſters of fate fulfil, 
On empires wide, an iland's will, 
When thrones unjuſt wake vengeance : know, ye 
pow'rs! 
In ſudden night, and ponderous balls, 
And floods of flame, the tempeſt falls, 
When brave Britannia's awful ſenate lours. 


VI. 


In her * grand council ſhe ſurveys 
In patriot picture, what may raiſe, 
Of inſolent attempts, a warm diſdain ; 
From hope's triumphant ſummit thrown, 
Like darted lightning, ſwiftly down 
The wealth of Ind, and confidence of Sp ai n. 


VII. 


Britannia ſheaths her courage keen, 
And ſpares her nitrous magazine; 
Her cannon ſlumber, till the proud aſpire, 
Andleaveall law below them ; thenthey blaze: 
They thunder from reſounding ſeas, 
Touch'd by their injur'd maſter's ſoul of fire- 
Hauſe of Lords. 
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VIII. 


Then furies riſe ! the battle raves ! 
And rends tbe ſkies! and warms the waves 
And calls a tempeſt from the peaceful deep, 
In ſpite of nature, ſpite of eve, 
While all ſerene and buſh'd above, 
. Tumultoous winds in azure chambers ſleep. 


IX. 


A thouſand deaths the burſting bomb 
Hurls from her diſembowel'd womb; 
Chain'd, glowing globes, in dread alliance, join'd, 
Red-wing'd by ſtrong, ſulphureous blaſts, 
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men, and maſts; 
And leave fing'd, -naked, blood-drown'd, decks 
behind. 


X. 


Dwarf laurels riſe in tented fields ; 
The wreath immortal, ocean yields; 
There war's whole ſting is ſhot, whole fire is ſpent, 
Whole glory blooms: how pale, how tame, 
How latnbent is Be//ona's flame; 
How her ſtorms languiſh on the continent? 


XI. 


From the dread front of antient war 
Leſs terror frown'd ; her ſcythed car, 
© Her caſtled elephant, and batt'ring beam, 
Stoop to thele engines which deny 
Superior terrors to the ſky, 
And boaſt their clouds, their thunder and theirflame. 
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The flame, the thunder, and the cloud, 
The night, by day, the ſea of blood, 
Hoſts whirl'd in air, the yell of ſinking throngs, 
The gravelels dead, an ocean warm'd, 
A firmament by mortals ſtorm'd, 
To patient Britain's angry brow belongs. 


XIII. 


Or do I dream? Or do I rave? 
Or ſee I Vulcan's ſooty cave, 
Where Jove's red bolts the giant brothers frame? 
Thoſe ſwarthy gods of toi / and heat, 
Loud peals on mountain anvils beat, 
And panting tempeſts rouſe the roaring flame. 


XIV. 


Ye ſons of Aetna! hear my call; 
Unfiniſh'd let thoſe bawbles fall, 

Von ſhield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue: 
Your ſtrokes ſuſpend, ye brawny throng! 
Charm'd by the magic of my ſong, | 

Drop the feign'd thunder, and attempt the true. 


XV. 

Begin: and firſt take rapid fight, 

Fierce flame, and clouds of thickeſt night, 
And ghaſtly terror paler than the dead; 

Then borrow from the north his roar, 

Mix groans, and deaths.; one phia/ pour 
Of wrong d Britannia's wrath; and it is made: 
Gaul ſtarts, and trembles,—at your dreadful trade. 

* Alluding to Virgi/s deſcription of thunder. 


if 


Ic 


Tf 


ODE Tux SECOND. 


IN WHICI IS 


The SAILOR's PRAYER before © 


an Engagement. 


I. 


9) form'd the bolt, ordain'd to break 
Gau!*shaughty plan, and Bowrbor: ſhake; j 
if Britain's crimes ſupport not Britain's foes, 
And edge their {words : O Pow'r Divine! 
If bleſt by Thee the bold deſign, 
Embattled hoſts a ſinꝑle arm o'erthrows. 


/ . 
Ye wanlike dead, who fell of old 
In Brithin's cauſe, by fame enroll'd 
In deathleſs annal ! deathleſs deeds inſpire; 
From oy beds, for Britain's ſake, 
Awake, illuſtrious chiefs | awake; 
And kindle in. your ſons paternal fire. 


III. 


The day commiſſion'd from above, 
Our worth to weigh, our hearts to prove, 
If war's full ſhock too feeble to ſuſtain ; 
Or firm to ſtand its final blow, 
When vital ſtreams of blood ſhall flow, 
And turn to crimſon the diſcolour'd main; 
Vor. I. X 
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IV. 


That day's arriv'd, that fatal hour 
« Hear us, O hear, Almighty Pow'r ! 
& Our guide in counſel, and our ſtrength in fight 
Now war's important die is thrown, 
« If left the day to man alone, 
«© How blind is wiſdom, and how weak is might ? 


V. 


« Let proftrate hearts, and awful fear, 
« And deep remorſe, and fighs ſincere - 
vc For Britain's guilt, the wrath divine appeaſe ; 
« A wrath, more formidable far 
© Than angry nature's wafteful war, 
© The whirl of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas. 


VI. 


From out the deep, to Thee we cry, 
To Thee, at nature's helm on high ! 
Steer Thou our conduct, dread Ommipotence / 
© To thee for ſuccour we reſort ; 
“ Thy favour is our only port; 
* Our only rock of ſafety thy defence. 


VII. 


O then to whom the lions roar, 
*« And, not unheard, thy boon implore 
Thy throne our burſts of cannon loud invoke : 
| * Thou canſt arreſt the flying ball; 
Or ſend it back and bid it fall 


« On thoſe, from whoſe proud deck the thunder 
broke. | 


40 
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VIII. 


« Britain, in vain, extends her care 

* To climes “ remote, for aids in war; 
„Still farther muſt J ſtretch to cruſh the foe ; 

* There's one alliance; one alone, 

© Can crown her arms, or fix her throne z 


And that alliance is not found below. 


XI. 


& Mlly Supreme! we turn to Thee ; 
We learn obedience from the ſea ; 
«With ſeas, 'and-winds, henceforth, thy laws fulfil ; 
« *Tis thine our blood to freeze, or warm ; 
«© To rouze, or huſh, the martial ſtorm ; 
e And turn the tide of conqueſt, at thy will. 


X. 


« Tis thine to beam ſublime renown, 
Or quench the glories of a crown; 
« 'Tis thine to doom, tis thine from death to free ; 
© To turn aſide his levell'd dart, 
* Or pluck it from the bleeding beart : — 
«© There we caſt anchor, we confide in Thee. 


XI. 


FHO, whohaſt taught the north to roar, 
« And ſtreaming + lights nocturnal pour, 
« Of frightful aſpect! when proud foes invade, 
Their blaſted pride with dread to ſeize, 
« Bid Britain's flags, as meteors, blaze; 
« And GEORGE depute to thunder in thy ſtead. 
X 2 


® Ruſſia. + Aurora Borealis. 


2646 #  3- = AF 1 BE CL 
XII. 


«© The right alone is bold and ſtrong; 
Black, hovering clouds appall the wrong 
© Withdreadof vengeance :-- Nature's awful Sire 
Leſs than one moment ſhould'ſt thor frown, 
« Where is puiſſance, and renown ? 
*« Thrones tremble, empires fink, or worlds expire, 


XII, 
&« Let Ccerg? the juſt chaſtiſe in vain : 
% Thu who doſt curb the rebel main, 
* To mount the ſhore when boiling billows rave 
« Bid George repel a bolder tide, 
The boundleſs fwell of Gallic pride, 
« And check ambition's overwhelming wave. 


XIV. 


« And when (all milder means withſtood) 
« Ambition, tam'd by loſs of blood, 
« Regains her reaſon ; then, on angels wings, 
Let psace deſcend, and ſhouting greet, © 
« With peals of joy, Britannia's fleet, 
« How richly freighted ? it triumphant brings 
** The poiſe of kingdoms, and the fate of kings.” 
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VOLUME the FIRST. 


CONTAINING 


Jeveral Poems omitted in the former Editions. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following Pieces are omit- 
ted in the Editions of Dr 
Young's Works ſaid to be reviſed 
and corrected by the Author; but 
are here inſerted, to gratify thoſe 
who would wiſh to be poſſeſſed 


of a complete Collection of this. 
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— Parnaſſia laurus 
Parya sus ingenti Matris SE SUBJECIT umbra. 


VIRG- 


-THEN Rome, my Lord, in her full glory 
ſhone, 
And great Auguſtus rul'd the globe alone ; 
While ſuppliant kings, in all their pomp and ſtate, 
Swarm'd in his courts, and throng'd his palace gate; 
Horace did oft the mighty man detain, 
And ſooth'd his breaſt with no ignoble ſtrain; 
Now ſoar'd aloft, now ſtruck an. bumbler ſtring, 
And taught. the Raman genius how to ſing. 
Pardon, if I his freedom dare purſue, 
Who know no want of Caeſar, finding you: 
The muſe's friend is pleas d the muſe ſhould preſs 
Thro' circling crouds, and labour for acceſs; 
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That partial to his darling he may prove, 

And ſhining throngs for her approach remove, 

To all the world induſtrious to proclaim 

His love of arts, and boaſt the glorious flame. 
Long has the weſtern world reclin'd her head, 

Pour'd forth her ſorrow, and bewail'd her dead ; 

Fell diſcord thro? her borders fiercely rang'd, 


And ſhook her nations, and her monarchs chang'd; 


By land and fea its utmoſt rage employ'd ; 
Nor heav'n repair'd, fo faſt as men deſtroy'd. 


In vain kind ſummers plenteous fields beſtow d, 


In vain the vintage liberally flow'd : 
Alarms from loaden boards all pleaſure chac'd. 
And robb'd the rich Burgundian grape of taſte; 
The ſmiles ot nature could no bleiling bring, 
The truittul autumn, or the flow ry ſpring ; 
Time was diſtinguiſh'd by the ſword and ſpear, 
Not by the various aſpects of the year; 
The trumpet's ſound proclaim'd a milder (ky, 
And bloodſhed told us when the ſun was nigh. 
But now (fo ſoon is Britain's bleſſing ſeen, 
When ſuch as you are near her glorious queen!) 
Now peace, tho long repuls'd, arrives at lait, 
And bids us ſmile on all our labours paſt ; 
Bids ev ry nation ceaſe her wonted moan, 
And ev'ry monarch call his crown his own : 
To valour gentler virtues now ſucceed ; 
No longer is the great man born to bleed; 
Renown'd in councils brave Arge ſhall tell, 
Wiſdom and proweſs in one breaſt may dwell : 
Thro* milder tracts he foars to deatbleſs fame, 
And without trembling we reſound his name. 
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No more the riſing harveſt whets the ſword, 
No longer waves uncertain of its lord; 
Who caſt the ſeed the golden ſheaf ſhall claim, 
Nor chance of battle change the maſter's name. 
Each ſtream unftain'd with blood more ſmoothly flows; 
The brighter ſun a fuller day beſtows; 
All nature ſeems to wear a chearful face, 
And thank great Anna for returning peace. 

The patient thus, when on his bed of pain, 
No longer he invokes the gods in vain, 
But riſes to new life; in ev'ry field 
He finds Elyſium, rivers nectar yield; 
Nothing ſo cheap and vulgar but can pleaſe, 
And borrow beauties from his late diſeaſe, 

Nor is it peace alone, but ſuch a peace 
As more than bids the rage of battle ceaſe. 
Death may determine war, and reſt ſucceed, 
'Cauſe nought ſurvives on which our rage may feed; 
In faithful friends we loſe our glorious foes, 
And ſtrifes of love exalt our ſweet repoſe. 
See graceful Bolingbroke your friend advance, 
Nor miſs his Lan/downe in the court of France: 
So well receiv'd, ſo welcome, ſo at home, 
(Bleſs'd change of fate!) in Bourbon's ſtately dome; 
The monarch pleas'd deſcending from his throne, 
Will not that Auna call him all her own; 
He claims a part, and looking round to find 
Something might ſpeak the fulneſs of his mind, 
A diamond ſhines, which oft had touch'd him near, 
Renew'd his grief, and robb'd him of a tear; | 
Now firſt with joy beheld, well plac'd on one, 
Who makes him leſs regret his darling ſon : 


— — —— 
— _—— 
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So dear is Anna's miniſter, ſo great Mea 
Your glorious. friend in his own private ſtate. And 

To make our nations longer two, in vain Bri 
Does nature interpoſe the raging main: The 
The Gallic ſhore to diſtant Britain grows, ( 


For Lewis Thames, the Seine for Anna flows: - 
From conflicts paſs d each other's worth we find, ro 
And thence in ſtricter friendſbip now are jain'd; Th 
Each wound receiv'd now pleads the cauſe of love, ¶ Re 


And former injuries endearments prove. An 
What Britos but muſt prize th illuſtrious ſword, EI 
That cauſe of fear to Charchill could afford! To 


Who ſworn to Beurbor's ſceptre, but muſt frame 
Vaſt thoughts of him that could brave Ta{lard tame 
Thus gen'rous hatred in affection ends, 
And war, which rais'd the foes, completes the friends 
A thouſand bappy conſequences flow, 

(The dazling proſpet makes my boſom glow.) 
Commerce ſhall lift her ſwelling ſails, and roll 
Her wealthy fleets ſecure from pole to pole. 

The Britiſh merchant, who with care and pain 
For many moons ſees only {kies and main; 

When now in view of his lov'd native ſhore, 

The perils of the dreadful ocean o'er, 

Cauſe to regret bis wealth no more ſhall find, 
Nor curſe the mercy of the fea and wind; 

By hardeſt fate condemn'd to ſexve a foe, 

And give him ſtrength te ſtrike a deeper blow. 
Sweet Philomela providently flies 

To diſtant woods and ſtreams, for ſuch ſupplies, 

To feed her young, and make them try the wing, 

And with their tender notes attempt to ling: 
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Mean while, the fowler ſpreads his ſecret ſnare, 

And renders vain the tuneful mother's care. 

Britannis's bold adventurer of late, 

The foaming ocean plow'd with equal fate. 
Goodnelſs is greatneſs in its utmoſt height, 

and pow'r a curſe, if not a friend to right: 

To conquer is to make diſſenſion ceaſe, 

That man may ſerve the Kix of kings in peace. 

Religion now ſhall all her rays diſpenſe, 

And ſhine abroad in perfect excellence; 

Elſe may we dread ſome greater curſe at hand, 

To ſcourge a thoughtleſs and ingrateful land : 

Now war is weary, and retir'd to reſt ; 

The meagre famine, and the ſpotted peſt, 

Deputed in her ſtead, may blaſt the day, 

And ſweep the relicts of the ſword away. 
When peaceful Numa fill'd the Roman throne, 

Jove in the fullneſs of his glory ſhone : 

Wiſe Solomon, a ſtranger to the ſword, 

Was born to raiſe a temple to the Loxp. 

Anne too ſhall build, and-ev'ry facred pile 

Speak peace eternal to Britannia's iſle. 

Thoſe mighty fouls, whom military care 

Diverted from: their only great affair, 

Shall. bend their full united force to bleſs 

Th'-Almighty author of their late. ſucceſs. 

And what is all the world ſubdu'd to this? 


The grave ſets bounds to ſublunary bliſs. 
But there are conqueſts to great Auna known, 


Above the ſplendor of an earthly throne; 


Conqueſts! whoſe triumph is too great, within 


The ſcanty bounds of matter to begin; 
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Too glorious to ſhine forth, till it has run 
Beyond this darkneſs of the ſtars and ſun, 
And ſhall whole ages paſt be Rill, ſtill but begun. 

Heraic ſhades! whom war has ſwept away, 
Look down, and ſmile on this auſpicious day: 
Now boaſt your deaths; to thoſe your glory tell, 
Who or at Agincourt, or Creſſy, fell; 

Then deep into eternity retire, 

Of greater things than peace or war enquire; 
Fully content, and unconcern'd to know 
What farther paſſes in the world below. 

The braveſt of mankind ſhall now have leave 
To die but once, nor piece · meal ſeek the grave: 
On gain or pleaſure bent, we ſhall not meet 
Sad melancholy numbers in each ſtreet, 
(Owners of bones diſpers d on Flandria's plain, 
Or waſting in the bottom of the main) 

To turn us back from joy, in tender fear, 

Leſt it an inſult of their woes appear, 

And make us grudge ourlelves that wealth, their 
blood | | 

Perhaps preſerv'd, who ſtarve, or beg for food. 

Devotion ſhall run pure, and diſengage 

From that ſtrange fate of mixing peace with rage, 

On Heav'n without a fin we now may call, 

And guiltleſs to gpr Maker proſtrate fall; 

Be Chriſtians while we pray, nor in one breath 

Aſk mercy for ourſelves, for others death. 

But, O!: I view with tranſport, arts reſtor'd, 
Which double uſe to Britain ſhall afford; 

Secure her glory purchas'd in the field, 
And yet for future peace ſweet motives yield: 
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While we contemplate, on the painted wail, 
The preſling Briton, and the flying Gaul, 
Io ſuch bright images, ſuch living grace, 
As leave great Raphaei but the ſecond place: 
Our cheeks ſhall glow, our heaving boſoms riſe, 
And martial ardors ſparkle in our eyes; 
Much we ſhall triumph in our battles paſt, 
And yet conſent thoſe battles prove our laſt; 
Leſt, while in arms for brighter fame we ſtrive, 
We loſe the means to keep that fame alive. 

In ſilent groves the birds delight to ſing, 
Or near the margin of a ſecret ſpring : 
Now all is calm, ſweet muſic ſhall improve, 
Nor kindle rage, but be the nurſe of love. 

But what's the warbling voice, the trembling ſtring, 
Or breathing canvaſs, when the muſes ſing ? 
Tae mule, my lord, your care above the reſt, 
With riſing joy dilates my partial breaſt, 
The thunder of the battle ceas'd to roar, 
Ere Greece her godlike poets taught to ſoar; 
Rome's dreadful foe, great Hannibal, was dead, 
And all her warlike neighbours round her bled ; + 
For Janus ſhut, her Jo Poeans rung, 
Before an vid, or a Virgil ſung. 

A thouſand various forms the muſe may wear, 
{A thouſand various forms become the fair) 
But ſhines in none with more majeſtic mein, 
Than when in ſtate ſhe draws the purple ſcene; 


'Calls forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rape, 


And mourning beauty melt the crouded ſtage ; 


Charms back paſt ages, gives to Britain's uſe 


The nobleſt virtues time did e'er produce: 
Vo I. J. * 
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| Leaves fam'd hiſtorians' boaſted art behind; 

They keep the foul alone, and that's confin'd, 

- Sought out with pains, and but by proxy ſpeaks: 

The hero's preſence deep impreſſion makes; 

The ſcene his ſoul and body re-unite, 

Furniſh a voice, produce him to the fight; 

Make our contemporary him that ſtood 

High in renown, perhaps, before the flood ; 

Make Neſtor to this age advice afford, 

And Hettor for our ſervice draw his ſword. 
More glory to an author what can bring, 

Whence nobler ſervice to his country ſpring, 

Than from thoſe }abours, which, in man's deſpight, 

Poſſeſs him with a paſſion for the right ? 

With honeſt magic make the knave inclin'd 

To pay devotion to the virtuous mind ; 

Thro' all her toils and dangers bid him rove, 

And with her wants and anguiſh fall in love! 
Who hears the godlike Montezuma groan, 

And does not wiſh the glorious pain his own ? 

Lend but your underſtanding, and their {kill 

Can domineer at pleaſure o er your will: 

Nor is the ſhort-liv'd conqueſt quickly paſt ; 

Shame, if not choice, will hold the convert faſt. 
- How often have I ſeen the gen'rous bowl 

With pleaſing force unlock a ſecret ſoul, 

And ſteal a truth, which ev'ry ſober hour 

(The proſe of life) had kept within her power: 

The grape viftorious often has prevail'd, 

When gold and beauty, racks and tortures fail'd 

Yet when the ſpirit's tumult was allay'd, 

She mourn'd, perhaps, the ſentiment betray'd; 
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Butzmourn'd too late, nor longer could deny, 
And on her own confeſſion charge the lie. 

Thus they, whom neither the prevailing love 
Of goodneſs here, or mercy from above, 
Or fear of future-pains, or human laws, 
Could render advocates in virtue's cauſe, 
Caught by the ſcene; have unawares reſign'd 
Their wonted diſpoſition of the mind: 
By ſlow degrees prevails the pleaſing tale, 
As circling glaſſes on our ſenſes ſteal ; 
Till throughly by the-muſes banquet warm'd, 
The paſſions toſling, all the foul-alarm'.l, 
They turn mere zealots, fluſh'd with glorious rage, 
Riſe in their ſeats, and ſcarce forbear the (tape, 
Aſſiſtance to wrong d innocence to bring, 
Or turn the poniard on ſome tyrant king. 
How can they cool to villains? how ſubſide 
To dreps of vice, from ſuch a godlike pride: 
To ſpoiling orphans how to-day return, 
Who wept laſt night to ſee Minimia mourn ? 
In this gay ſchool of virtue whom fo fit 
To govern and controul the world of wit, 
As Talbot, Lanſdowne's friend, has Britain known: 1 
Him poliſh'd Italy has call'd her own; 
He in the lap of elegance was bred, 


And trac'd the muſes to their fountain-head : 


But much we hope, he will enjoy at home 
What's nearer antient than the modern Kome. 
Nor fear I mention of the court of France, 
When I the Britiſh genius would advance: 
There too has Shrew/bury improv'd his taſte; 
Yet ſtill we dare invite him to our feaſt. 

1 
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For Corneille's fake, I ſhall my thoughts ſupprets 0 
Of Oroonoko, and preſume him leſs: Th 
What tho” we wrong him? J/abella's woe Fre 


Waters thoſe bays that ſhall for ever grow. 

Our for's confeſs, nor we the praiſe refuſe, 
The drama glories in the Britiſh muſe. 
The French are delicate, and nicely lead 
Of cloſe intrigue the labyrinthian thread; 
Our genius more affecis the grand than five, 
Our ſtrength can make the great plain action ſhine: 
They raiſe a great cur'olity indeed, 
From his dark maze to ſee the hero freed ; 
We reuſe th' affeftions, and that hero ſhow 
Gaſping beneath ſome formidable blow: 
They ſigꝑl.; we weep : the Gallic doubt and care 
We heighten into terror and deſpair ; 
Strike home, the ſtrongeſt paſſions boldly touch, 
Nor fear our audience ſhould be pleas'd too much. 
What's great in nature we can greatly draw, 
Nor thank for beauties the dramatic law. 
The fate of Caeſar is a tale too plain 
The fickle Gallic taſte to entertain; 
Their art would have perplex'd, and interwove 
T ke golden arras with gay flowers of love: 
We know heav'n made him a far greater man, 
Than any Caeſar in a human plan, 
And ſuch we draw him, nor are too refin'd, 
To ſtand affected with what heav'n deſign'd. 
To claim attention and tbe heart invade, 
Shakeſpear but wrote the play th' Almighty made; 
Our neighbour's ſtage art too bare-fac'd betrays, 
Tis great Corneille at every ſcene we praiſe; 
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On nature's ſurer aid Britannia calls, 

None think of Shake/pear till the curtain falls; 

Then with a ſigh returns our audience home, 

From Venice, Egypt, Perſia, Greece, or Rome. 
France yields not to the glory of our lines, 

But mavly conduct of our ſtrong deſigns ; 

That oft they think more juſtly, we muſt own, 

Not antient Greece a truer ſenſe has ſhawn : 

Greece thought but juſtly, they think juſtly too ; 

We ſometimes err by ſtriving more to do, 

So well are Racine's meaneſt perſons taupht, 

But change a ſentiment, you inake a fault ; 

Nor dare we charge them with the want of flame ; 

When we boaſt more, we own ourſelves to blame. 
And yet in SHateſpear ſomething till I find, 

That makes me leſs eſteem all human-kind ; 

He made one nature, and another found, 

Both in one page with maſter · ſtrokes abound ; 

His witches, fairies, and enchanted iſle, 

Bid us no longer at our nurſes ſmile ; 

Of loſt hiſtorians we almoſt complain, 

Nor think it the creation of his brain. 

Who lives, when his Othells's in a trance? 

Wich his great Talbot * too he conquer'd France. 
Long may we hope brave Ta/bot's blood will run 

In great deſcendents, Shake/pear has but one; 

And him, my Lord, permit me not to name, 

But in kind ſilence ſpare his rival's ſhame :— 

Yet I in vain that author would ſuppreſs, 

What can't be greater, cannot be made leſs: 

S-2 | 

An anceſtor of the duke of Shrewſbury, who con 

quered France, drawn by Shateſpear. 
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Fach reader will defeat my fruitleſs aim, 
And to himſelf great Agame mnon name. 
Should Shake/pear riſe, unbleſs'd with Talbot”; 
ſmile, 
E'en hakeſpear's felf would curſe this barren iſle ; 
But if that reigning ſtar propitious ſhine, 
And xindly mix his gentle rays with thine; 
E'en I, by far the meaneſt of your age, 
-Shall not repent my paſſion for the ſtage. 
Thus did the will-almighty diſallow, 
No human force could pluck the golden bough, 
Which left the tree with caſe at Fove's command, 
And fpar'd the labour of the weakeſt hand. 
Auſpicious fate ! that gives me leave to write 
To you, the muſe's glory and delight 
Who know to read, nor falſe encomiums raiſe : 
And mortify an author with your praiſe. 
Praiſe wounds a noble mind, when 'tis not due; 
But cenſure's ſelf will pleaſe, my Lord, from you. 
Faults are our pride and pain, when you deſcend 
To point them out, and teach us how to mend. 
What tho' the great man ſet his cc ffers wide, 
That cannot gratify the poet's pride; 
Whoſe inſpiration, if tis truly good, 
ls beſt rewarded, when beſt underſtood. 
The muſes write for glory, not for gold, 
*Tis far beneath their nature to be ſold: 
The greateſt gain is ſcorn'd, but as it ſerves 
To ſpeak a ſenſe of what the muſe deſerves; — 
The muſe, which from her Lanſdoune fears no wrong, 
Beſt judge, as well as ſubject, of her ſong. 
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Should this great theme allure me farther till, 
And I preſume to uſe your patience ill, 
The world would plead my cauſe, and none but you 
Will take diſguſt at what I now purſue. 
Since what is mean my muſe can't raiſe, I'll chuſe 
A theme that's able to exalt my muſe. 

For who, not void of thought, can Cranviile name, 
Without a ſpark of his immortal flame ? 
Whether we ſeek the patriot or the friend, 
Let Bolingbroke, let nua recommend; 
Whether we chule to love or to admire, 
You melt the tender, and th' ambitious fire. 

Such native graces without thought abound, 
And ſuch familiar glories ſpread around, 
As more incline e ſtander-by to raiſe 
His value for himſelf, than you to praiſe. 
Thus you befriend the moſt heroic way ; 
Bleſs all, on none an obligation lay ; 
So turn'd by nature's hand for all that's well, 
'Tis ſcarce a virtue when you moſt excel. 

Tho! ſweet your preſence, graceful is your mein, 
You to be happy want not to be ſeen; 
Though priz'd in public, you can ſmile alone, 
Nor court an approbation but your own: 
In throngs, not conſcious of thoſe eyes that gaze 
In wonder fix'd, tho' reſolute to pleaſe, 
You, were all blind, would ſtill deſerve applauſe, 
The world's your glory's witneſs, not its cauſe; 
That lyes beyond the limits of the day, 
Angels behold it, and their Gop obey. 

You take delight in others excellence, 
A gift which nature rarely does diſpenſe : 
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Of all that breathe 'tis you, perhaps, alone 

Would be well pleas'd to fee yourſelf outdone. 

You wiſh not thoſe, who ſhew your name reſpect, 

So little worth, as might excuſe neglect; 

Nor are in pain leſt merit you ſhould know; 

Nor ſhun the well-deſerver as a foe ; 

A troubleſome acquaintance, that will claim 

To be well us'd, or dye your cheek with ſhame, 
You wiſh your country's good: that told, fo well 

Your pow'rs are known, th' event I need not tell. 

When N:/tor ſpoke, none aſk'd if he prevail'd; 

That god of ſweet perſuaſion never fail'd : 

And ſuch great fame had Hector's valor wrought, 

Who meant he conquer'd, only ſaid he fought. 
When you, my Lord, to ſylv..: ſcenes retreat, 

(No crouds around, for pleaſure, or for ſtate), 

You are not caſt upon a ſtranger land, 

And wander penſive o'er the barren ſtrand ; 

Nor are you by receiv'd example taught, 

In toys to ſhun the diſcipline of thought : 

But unconfin'd by bounds of time and place, 

You chuſe companions from all human race; 

Converſe with thoſe the deluge ſwept away, 

Or tboſe whoſe midnight is Britannia's day. 
Books not ſo much inform, as give conſent 

To thoſe ideas your own thoughts preſent ; 

Your only gain, from turning volumes o'er, 

Is finding cauſe to like yourlelf the more: 

In Grecian ſages you are only taught 

With more reſpect to value your own thought. 

Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 

Thoſe precepts we behold alive in you: 
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Your life is ſo adjuſted to their ſchools, 
It makes that hiſtory they meant for rules. 
What joy, what pleaſing tranſport muſt ariſe 
Within your breaſt, and lift you to the ſkies, 
When in each learned page that you unfold, 
You find ſome part of your own conduct told? 
So pleas'd, and ſo ſurpris'd Aeneas ſtood, 
And ſuch triumphant raptures fir'd his blood, 
When far from Trojan ſhores the hero ſpy'd 
His ſtory ſhining forth in all its pride; 
Admir'd himſelf, and ſaw his actions ſtand 
The praiſe and wonder of a foreign land. 
He knows not half his being who's confin'd, 
In conver, and reflection on mankind : 
Your ſoul, which underſtands her charter well, 
Diſdains impriſon'd by thoſe ſkies to dwell ; 
Ranges eternity without the leave 
Of death, nor waits the paſſage of the grave. 
When pains eternal, and eternal bliſs, 
When theſe high cares your weary thoughts diſmiſs; 
In heav'nly numbers you your ſoul unbend, 
And for your eaſe to deathleſs fame deſcend. 
Ye kings! would ye true greatneſs underſtand, 
Read Sen:ca grown rich in Granville's hand “. 
Behold the glories of your life complete ! 
Still at a flow, and permanently great; 
New moments ſhed new pleaſures as they fly, 
And yet your preateſt is, that you muſt die. 
Thus Anna ſa w, and rais'd you to the ſeat 
Of honour, and confeſs'd her ſervant great; 


* Sec his lordſhip's tragedy, entitled, Heroic love. 
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Confeſs'd, not made him ſuch ; for faithful fame 
Her trumpet ſwell'd long ſince with Granville's 
name. 

Tho' you in modeſty the title wear, 
Your name ſhall be the title of your heir; 
Farther than ermin make his glory known, 
And caſt in ſhades the favour of a throne. 
From thrones the beam of high diſtinction ſprings; 
The ſoul's endowments from the Kt NG of kings. 
Lo, one great day calls forth ten mighty peers ! 
Produce ten Graenvilles in five thouſand years. 
Anna, be thou content to fix the fate 
Of various kingdoms, and controul the great ; 
But O ! to bid thy Granville brighter ſhine ! 
To him that great prerogative reſign, 
Who the ſures height can raiſe at-pleaſure higher, 
His lamp illumine, ſet his flames on fire. 

Yet ſtill one blifs, one glory I forbear, 
A darling. friend whom near your heart you wear, 
That lovely youth, my lard, whom you muſt blame, 
That I grow thus familiar with your name. 

He's friendly, open, in his conduct nice, 
Nor ſerve theſe virtues to atone for vice: 
Vice he has none, or ſuch as none wiſh leſs, 
But friends indeed, good - nature in exceſs. 
You cannot boaſt the merit of a choice, 
In making him your own, *twas nature's voice,- 
Which call'd too loud by man to be withſtood, 
Pleading a tye far nearer than by blood; 
Similitude of manners, ſuch a mind, 
Az makes you leſs the wonder of mankind. + 
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Such eaſe his common converſe recommends, 
As he ne'er felt a paſſion, but his friend's ; 
Yet fix'd his principles, beyond the force 
Of all beneath the ſun to bend his courſe *. 
Thus the tall cedar, beautiful and fair, 

Flatters the motions of the wanton air ; 
Salutes each paſſing breeze with head reclin'd ; 
The pliant branches dance in ev ry wind: 
But fix'd the ſtem her upright ſtate maintains, 
And all the fury of the north diſdains. 

' How are you bleſs'd in ſuch a matchleſs friend ! 
Alas! with me the joys of friendſhip end, 
O Harriſon ! I muſt, I will complain; 
Tears ſoothe the ſoul's diſtreſs, tho' ſhed in vain ; 
Didſt thou return, and bleſs thy native ſhore 
With welcome peace, and is my friend no more 
Thy taſk was early done, and I muſt own 
Death kind to thee, but ah ! to thee alone. 
But tis in me a vanity to mourn, 
The ſorrows of the great thy tomb adorn ; 
Strafford and Bolizgbroke the loſs perceive ; 
They grieve, and make thee envy'd in thy grave. 

With aking heart, and a foreboding mind, 

I night to day in painful journey join'd, 
When firſt inform'd of his approaching fate; 
But reach'd the partner of my. ſoul too late : 
*T was paſt, his cheek. was cold, that tuneful tongue, 
Which Iſis charm'd with its melodious ſong, 
Now languiſh'd, wanted ſtrength to ſpeak his pain, 
Scarce rais'd a feeble groan, and ſunk again: 


'* His Lordſhip's nephew, who took orders. 
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Each art of life, in which he bore a part, 

Shot like an arrow thro' my bleeding heagt. 

To what ſerv'd all bis promis'd wealth and power, 
But more to load that moſt unhappy hour ? 

Yet till prevail'd the greatneſs of his mind; 
That not in health, or life itſelf confin'd, T 
Felt thro' his mortal pangs Britannia's peace, 
Mounted to joy, and ſmil'd in death's embrace. 

His ſpirit now juſt ready to reſign, | 
No longer now his own, no longer mine ; 

He graſps my hand, his ſwimming eye-balls roll, 

My hand he graſps, and enters in my foul ; 

Then with a groan—Support me, Oh ! beware 

Of holding worth, however great, too dear * | 

Pardon, my Lord, the privilege of prief, 
"That in-untimely freedom ſeeks relief: 

To better fate your love I recommend ; 
O! may you never loſe ſo dear a friend! 
May nothing interrupt your happy hours; 

Enjoy the bleſſings peace on Eurppe ſhow'rs ; 
Nor yet diſdain theſe bleſſings to adorn ; 

"To make the muſe immortal you was born. 
Sing ; and in lateſt time, when ſtory's dark, 
This period your ſurviving fame ſhall mark ; 
Save from the gulph of years this glorious age, 
And thus illuſtrate their hiſtorian's page: 

„ The crown of Spain in doubtful balance hung, 
And Anna Britain ſway d, when Granville ſungls ed 
That noted year Europa ſheath'd her ſword, * 
When this great Man was firſt ſaluted Lord. 


* The author here bewails that moſt ingeniovs gentle- ci 
man, Mr Milliam Harriſon, fellow of Neu- college, Oxcn. de 
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That famous Piece of the CRuci- 


FIXION, done by MICHAEL 
ANGEL0FÞT. 


ILE his Redeemer on his canyas dies, 
Stabb'd at his feet his brother welt'ring 
lyes : 

The daring artiſt, cruelly ſerene, 
Views the pale cheek and the diſtorted mein, 
He drains off life b., drops, and, deaf to cries, 
Examims-evry ſpirit as it flies: 
He ſtudies torment, dives in mortal-woe, 
To rouze up ev'ry pang repeats his blow ; 
Each riſing agony, each dreadful grace, 
Yet warm tranſplanting to his Saviour's face. 
O.glorious theft! O nobly wicked draught ! 
With its full. charge of death each feature fraught | 
Such wend'rous force the magic colours boaſt, 
From his own {kill he ſtarts, in horror loſt. 


+ Who obtained leave to treat a malefactor, condemm - 
ed to be broke upon the wheel, as he pleaſed for this 
purpoſe. The man being extended, this wonderful artiſt 
directed that he ſhould be ſtabbed in ſuch parts of the 
body as he apprehended would occaſion the moſt exeru · 
ciating torture, that he might repreſent the agonics of 
death in the moſt natural manner. 
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ON 5 


The Death of Queen ANNE, 


AND 


The Acceſſion of King GrokG E. 


INSCRIBED TO 
JOSEPH ADDISON, Eſq; 


Secretary to their Excellencies the Lords Juſtices, 


in the Year 1714. 


wane Gaudia CUI, Hox. 


IR, I bave long, and with impatience, ſought 
To eaſe the-fulneſs of my grateful thought: 
My fame at once, and duty to purſue, 
And pleaſe the public, by reſpect to You. 

Tho! you, long ſince beyond Britannia known, 

Haye ſpread your. country's glory.with your own ; 
To me you never did more lovely ſhine, 
Than when fo late the kindled wrath divine 
Quench'd our ambition in great Auna's fate, 
And darken'd all the pomp of human ſtate. * 
Tho! you are rich in fame, and fame decey, 
Tho' rais'd in life, and greatneſs fade away, 
Your luſtre brightens : virtue cuts the gloom 
With purer rays, and ſparkles near a tomb. 

Know, Sir, the great eſteem and honour due, 
I choſe, that. moment, to profeſs to you, 
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On the DEATH of Queen ANNE, &c. 267 
When ſadneſs reign'd, when fortune, ſo ſ-vere, 


Had warm'd our boſoms to be molt (incere, 
And u hen no motive could haue force to raiſc 
A ſerious value, and provoke my praiſc, 
But ſuch as riſe above, and far tranſcend 
Whatever glorics with this world ſhall! end, 
Then ſhining forth, when deepeſt ſirades ſhall blot 
The ſun's bright orb, and Cato be forgot. 

I ſing—But ah | my theme need not tell! 
See ev'ry eye with conſcious ſorrow ſwell : 
Who now to verſe would raiſe his humble voice 
Gan only ſhew his duty, not his choice. 
How great the weight of grief our hearts ſuſtain! 
We languiſh, and to ſpeak is to complain. 

Let us look back, (for who too oft can view 
That moſt illuſtrious ſcene, for ever new) 
See all the ſeaſons ſhine on. Vnna's throne, 
And pay a conſtant tribute, not their owu. 
Her ſum mers heats not fruits alone beſtow, 
They reap the harvelt, and ſubdue the foe : 
And when black ſtorms confeſs the diſtant ſun, 
Her winters wear the wreaths ber ſummers won. 
Revolving pleaſures in their turns appear, 
And triumphs are the product of the year. 
To crown the whole, great joys in greater ceaſe, 
And glorious vitory is loſt in peace. 

Whence this profuſion on our favour'd iſl- ? 
Did partial fortune on our virtue ſmile ? 
Or did the ſceptre, in great Anna's hand, 
Stretch forth this rich indulgence o'er our land ? 
Ungrateful Britain / quit thy groundleſs claim; 
Thy Queen and thy good fortune are the ſame. 

2 2 | 
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Hear, with alarms, our trumpets fill the ſy ; 
"Tis Anua reigns ! the Gallic ſquadrons fly. 
We fpread our canvas to the ſouthern ſhore; 
' is Anna reigns! the ſouth reſigns hey ſtore. 
Her virtue ſmoothes the tumult of the main, 
And ſwells the field with mountains of the ſlain ;. 
argyle and Churchill but the glory ſhare, 
While millions ly ſubdu'd by Z:na's pray'r. 
How great her zeal! how fervent her deſire! 
How did her foul in holy warmth expire! 
Conſtant devotion did her time divide, 
Not ſet returns of pleaſure or of pride. 
Not want of reſt, or the ſun's parting ray, 
But ſiniſh'd duty, limited the day. 
How ſweet ſucceeding fleep | what lovely themes 
Smil'd in her thoughts, and ſoften'd all her dreams 
Her royal couch deſcending angels ſpread, 
And join'd their wings, a ſhelter o'er her head. 
Tho" Europe's wealth and glozy claim'd a part, 
Religion's cauſe reign'd miſtreis of her heart: 
She ſaw, and griev'd to ſee the mean eſtate 
Of thoſe who round the hallow'd altar wait; 
She ſhed her bounty, piouſly profuſe, 
And thought it more her own in ſacred uſe. 
Thus on his furrow ſee tbe tiller ſtand, 
And fill with genial feed his laviſh hand ; 
He truſts the kindneſs of the fruitful plain, 
And providently ſcatters all his grain. 
What ſtrikes my ſight ! does proud Fuguſia riſe 
New to behold, and awfully ſurpriſe ? 
Her lofty brow more num'rous turrets crown, 
And ſacred domes on palaces look down: 


r 
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A noble pride of piety is ſhown, 
And temples calt a luſtre on the throne. 
How would this work another's glory raiſe ! 
But Anna's greatneſs robs her of the praiſe. 
Drown'd in a greater blaze it diſappears. 
Who dry'd the widow's and the orphan's ters! 
Who ſtoopꝭd from high to ſuecour the diſtreſs'd, 
And reconcile the wounded heart to reſt ? 
Great in her goodneſs, well could we perceive, 
Whoever ſought, it was a Queen that gave. 
Mifortune loſt her name; her guiltleſs frown 
But made another debtor to the crown ; 
And each unfriendly ſtroke from fate we bore, 
Became our title to the regal ſtore. 
Thus injur'd trees adopt a foreign ſhoot, 
And their wounds bloſſom with a fairer fruit. 
Ye numbers, who on your misfortunes thriv'd, 
When firſt the dreadful blaſt of fame arriv'd, 
Say what a ſhock, what agonies you felt, 
How Cid your ſouls with tender anguiſh melt! 
That grief, which living Anna's love ſuppreſs'd, 
Shook like a tempeſt every greatful breaſt. 
A ſecond fate our ſinking fortunes try'd ! 
A ſecond time our tender parents dy'd ! 
Heroes returning from the field we crown, 
And deity the haughty victor's frown : 
His ſplendid wealth too raſhly we admire, 
Catch the diſeaſe, and burn with equal fire. 
Wiſely to ſpend is the great art of gain; 
And one reliev'd tranſcends a million lain. 
When time ſhali aſk, where once Ramilia lay, 
Or Danube flow'd that ſwept whole troops away, 
L 3 
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One drop of water that refreſh'd the dry, 
Shall raiſe a fountain of eternal joy, 
But ah ! to that unknown and diſtant date, 
Is virtue's great reward puſh'd of by fate ; 
Here random ſhafts in every breaſt are found, 
Virtue and merit but provoke the wound. 
Auguſt in native worth, and regal. ſtate, 
Anna ſat arbitreſs of Europe's fate; 
To diſtant realms did ev'ry accent fly, 
And nations watchlyd each motion of her eyc. 
Silent, nor longer awful to be ſcen, 
How ſnall a fpot contains the mighty Queen? 
No threng of ſuppliant princes mark the place, 


Where Britain's greatneſs is compos'd in peace : 


The broken earth is. ſcarce diſcern'd to riſe, 
And a ſtone tells us where the monarch ly es. 
Thus end matureſt honours of a crown! 

This is the laſt. concluſion of renown ! 
So when, with idle ſkill, the wanton boy 


Breathes through his tube, he ſees, with eager joy, 


The trembling bubble, in its riſing ſinall, 
And, by degrees, expands the plitt'riag ball. 
But when, to full perfection blown, it flies 
High in the air, and ſhines in various dyes, 
The little monarch, with a falling tear, 
Sees his world burlt at once, and diſappear, 
*Tis not in ſorrow to reverſe our doom; 
No groans unlock th” inexorable tomb; 
Why then this fond indulgence of our woe! 
What fruit can riſe, or what advantage flow 
Yes, this advantage from our deep diſtreſs, 


We learn how much in George the gods can bleiz 
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Had a leſs glorious princeſs left the throne, 
But half the hero had at firſt been ſhown ; 
An Anna falling, all the King employs, 
To vindicate from guilt our riſing joys : 
Our joys ariſe, and innocently ſhine, 
\uſpicious monarch ! what a praiſe is thine 
Welcome, great ſtranger, to Britannia's throne ! 
Nor let thy country. think thee all her own. 
Of thy delay how oft did we complain! 
Our hopes reach'd out, and met thee on the main, 
With pray'r we knooth'd the billows for thy fleet ; 
With ardent wiſhes hll'd thy ſwelling ſheet; 
And when thy foot took place on Albion's ſhore, 
We bending blets'd the gods, and aſ d no more. 
What hand but thine ſhould conquer, and compoſe, 
join thoſe whom int reſt joins, and chace our foes? 
Repel the daring youth's preſumptuous aim, 
And by his rival's greatneſs give him fame! 
Now in ſome foreign court he may fit down, 
And quit, without a bluſh, the Britiſh crown, 
Secure his honour, though he loſe his ſtore, 
And take a lucky moment to be poor. 
Nor think, great Sir, now farſt, at this late hour, 
In Britain's favour, you exert your power; 
To us, far back in time, 1 joy to trace 
The num'rous tokens of your princely grace. 
Whether you chuſe to thunder on the XKh:ne, 
Infpire grave councils, or in courts to ſhine ; 
In the more ſcenes. your genius was diſplay'd, 
The greater debt was on Britannia laid: 
They all conſpir'd this mighty man to raiſe, 
And your new ſubjects proudly ſhare the praiſe. 
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All ſhare ; but may not we have leave to boaſt, 
That we contemplate, and enjoy it molt ? 
This antient nurſe of arts, indulg'd by fate, 
On gentle I/ bank a calm retreat, 
For many rolling apes juſtly fam'd, 
Has through the world her loyalty proclaim'd ; 
And often pour'd (too well the truth is known !) 
Her blood and treaſure to ſuppert the throne; 
For Fugland's church her lateſt accent ſtrain'd, 
And freedom with her dying hand retain'd; 
No wonder then her various ranks agree, 
In all the fervencies of zeal for thee. 
What though thy birth a diſtant kingdom boaſt, 
And ſeas divide thee from the Briti/h coaſt ? 
The crown's impatient to incloſe thy head; 
Why ſtay thy feet? The cloth- of. gold is ſpread. 
Our ſtrict obedience through the world ſhall tell, 
That King's a Briten, who can govern well. 


A 


Mr: FICK EE. 


OCCASIONED BY THE 


DEATH of the Right Honourable 
Jos EFH ApPDIS x, Eſq; 1719. 


u unc eris alter ab illo. VIRG. 


Long with me in Oxford groves confin'd, 
In ſocial arts, and ſacred friend(hip join'd;. 
Fair Is' ſorrow, and fair Is boaſt, 
Loſt from her fide, but fortunately. loſt ; 
Thy wonted aid, my dear companion, bring, 
And teach me thy departed friend to ſing. 
A darling theme ! once pow'rful to inſpire, 
And now to melt the muſcs* mournful choir : 
Now, and now firſt, we freely dare commend 
His modeſt worth, nor ſhall our praiſe offend. 
Early he bloom'd amid the learned train, 
And raviſh d 1/is liſten'd to his ſtrain ; 
See, ſee, ſhe cry'd, old 1aro's muſe appears, 
Wal 'd from her lumber of two thouſand years: 
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Her finiſh'd charms to Adadiſon ſhe brings, 
Thinks in his thought, and in his numbers ſings. 
All read tranſported his pure claſſic page, 
Read, and forpet their climate and their age. 

The ſtate, when now his riſing fame was known, 
Th' unrivall'd genius challeng'd for er own ; 
Nor wou'd, that ove for ſcenes of action ſtrong, 
Shou'd let a life evaporate in ſong. 


As bealth and ſtrength the brighteſt charms diſpenſe, 


Wit is the bloſſom of the ſoundeſt ſenſe, 
Yet few, how few with lofty thought inſpir'd, 
With quickneſs poiated, and with rapture fir'd, 
In conſcious pride, their own impor tance find, 
Blind to themſelves, as the hard world is blind 
Wit they eſteem a gay, but worthleſs pow'r, 
The ſlight amuſement of a Jeilure hour; 
Unmindful, that conceal'd from vulgar eyes, 
Majeſtic wiſdom wears the bright diſguiſe, 
Poor Dido fondled :hus with idle joy 
Dread Cupid lurking in the Trejan boy; 
Lightly ſhe toy'd, and trifled with his charms, 
And knew-not that a god was in her arms. 


VM ho preateſt excellence of thought cou'd boaſt, 


In action toa have been diſtinguiſh'd moſt, 

This Somers kne v, and .<ddi/on ſent forth 

From the malignant regions of the north, 

To be matur'd in more indulgent flc ies, 

Where all tbe vigour of the ſoul can riſe; 

Thro' warmer veins where ſpright lier ſpirits run, 
And ſenſe enliven'd ſparkles in the ſun. 

With ſecret pain the prudent patriot gave 

The bopes of Brztain to the rolling wave, 
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Anxious the charge to all the ſtars reſign'd, 
And plac'd a confidence in fea and wind. 
Auſonia ſoon receiv'd her wond'ring gueſt, 
And equal wonder in her turn confeſs'd, 
To ſee her fervors rival'd by the poie, 
Her luſtre beaming from a northern ſoul : 
In like ſurpriſe was her 4enea: loſt, 
To find his picture grace a foreign coaſt. 
7 Now the wide field of Europe he ſurveys, | 
Comparesher kings, her thrones and empires weighs, 
In ripen'd judgment and conſummate thought : 
Great work! by Naſſau's favour cheaply bought, 
He now returns to Britain a ſupport, 
Wiſe in ber ſenate, graceful in her court: 
And when the public welfare would permit, 
The ſource of learning, and tae foul of wit. 
O Warwick ! (whom the muſe is fond to name, 
And kindles, conſcious of her future theme) , 
O Warwick ! by divine contagion bright, : 
How early didſt thou catch his radiant light fy 
By him iofpir'd how ſhine before thy time, f 
And leave thy years, and leap into thy prime! 
On ſome warm bank, thus, fortunately born, 
A roſe· bud opens to a ſummer's morn, 
Full blown ere noon her fragrant pride diſplays; 
And fhews th' abundance of her purple rays. 
Wit, as her bays, was once a barren tree; 
We now ſurpris'd her fruitful branches ſee; 
, Or, orange like, till his auſpicious time 
It grew indeed, but ſhiver'd in our clime: 
He firſt tbe plant to richer gardens led, 
And fix'd indulgent in a warmer bed. 
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The nation pleas'd enjoys the rich produce, 
And gathers from her ornament her uſe. 

When looſe from public cares the grove he ſought, 
And fill'd tbe leiſure interval with thought, 

The various labours of his eaſy page, 
A chance amuſement, poliſh'd half an age. 
Beyond this truth old bards could ſcarce invent, 
Who durſt to frame a world by accident. 

What he has ſung, how early, and how-well, 
The Thames ſhall boaſt, and Roman T ber tell. 
A glory more ſublime remains in ſore, 

Sinee ſuch his talents, that he ſung no more. 
No fuller proof of pow'r.th' Almighty gave, 
Making the fea, than curbing her proud wave. 

Nought can the genius of his works tranſcend, 

But their fair purpole and.important end; 

To roure the war forinjur'd Europe's laws; 

To ſteel the patriot in great Brenſwic's cauſe; 
With virtue's charms to kindle ſacred love, 

Or paint th' eternal bow'rs of bliſs above. 

Where hadſt thou room, great author! where torol! 
The mighty theme of an-immortal foul ? 

Thro' paths unknewn, .unbeaten, whence were 

brought 

Thy proofs ſo. ſtrong for immaterial thought? 
One let me join, all other may excel; 
How could a mortal eſſence think ſo well?“ 

But why ſo large in the great writer's praiſe! 
More lofty ſubjects ſhould my numbers raiſe : 

In him (illuſtrious rivalry !) contend 
The ſtateſman, patriot, Chriſtian, and the friend! 
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His glory ſuch, it borders on diſgrace 
To ſay he ſung the beſt of human race. 

In joy once join'd, in ſorrow now for years, 
Partner in grief and brother of my tcars, 
Tickel!l, accept this verſe, thy mournful due: 
Thou farther ſhalt the ſ:cred theme purſue ; 
And as thy ſtrain deſc:ibes the matchleſs man, 
Th lite ſhali ſecond what thy mule began. 
Tho' {wert tte numbers, tho' a fire di. ine 
Dart thro” the whole, and burn in ev'ry line; 
Who ſt:ives not for that excellence he draws, 
Is ſt 1in'd by fame, and ſuffers trom applaule. 

But haſte to thy illuſtrious talk ; prepare 
The noble work well truted to thy care; 
The gift bequeath'd by Miſon's co nmand, 
To Cra7gs made ſacred by his dying hand. 
Collect the labours, juin the various rays, 

The ſcatter'd light in one united blaze; 

Then bear to him fo true, fo truly lov'd, 

In life diſtinguiſh'd, and in death approv'd, 

Th' immortal legacy. He bangs a while 

In gen'rous anguiſh o'er the glorious pile; 

With anxious pleaſure the known page reviews, 
And the dear pledge with falling tears bedews, 
What tho' thy tears pour'd o'er thy godlike friend, 
Thy ot' er cares to- Britain's weal ſuſpend ; 
Think not, O patiiot, while thy eyes o'erflow, 
Thoſe cares ſulpended for a private woe; 
Thy love to him is to thy country ſhown, 

He mourns for her who mourns for Addi en. 
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POSTURE of AFFAIRS, 


M.DCC.XXXIV. 


* E puardian gods who wait on kings, 
And gently touch the ſecret ſprings 
Of riſing thought ſolicit, I beleech, 
For a poor „ranger, come from far; 
Procure a ſupphant traveller 


Eaſe of acceſi, and the ſeft hour of ſpeech, 


IT. 
*Tis pain'd: hail, monarchs great and wiſe ' 
From Giant climes, and dulky ſkies, 
O'er ſeas and lands I flew, your ear to claim: 
Yours is the ſun, and pu: ple vine; 
Deep in the frozen north | pine; 
Nor vine, nor ſun could warm me like my theme. 


III. 


A theme how great! on yonder tide 
A leafleſs foreſt ſpreading wide 
The /abour of the deep, my mule ſurveys: 
A Fleet. whoſe empire o'er the wave 
You grant, Time ſtrengthens, Nature gave; 
Now big with death, the terror of the ſeas! 
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IV. 


Ye great by ſea! ye ſhades ador'd ! 

Who fir'd the bomb, and bath'd the ſword, 
Ariſe! ariſe! ariſe! tis Britain charms : 

Ariſe, ye boaſt of former wars! 

And pointing to your plorious ſcars, 
Rouſe me to verſe, your martial ſons to arms. 


. 
Tis done: and fe, ſweet Ciio brings 
From beav'n her deep- reſounding ſtrings: 
Clio! the “ god, which gave thy charming el 
Demands its moſt exalted (train, 
To ling the ſov*reign of the main: 
Of Ocean's queen what wonders wilt thou tel! 


IV. 


Such wonders as may paſs for ſport, 

Or viſion in a ſcuthern court: 

But,mighty thrones! thoſe truths which make me glow, 
Your fathers ſaw, your ſons ſhall ſee : 
Then quit your ipfidelity ; 

Some truths tis better to believe than know. 


VII. 


Believe me, kings! at Britain's nod, 
From each inchanted grove and wood, 
Huge oaks {talk down th' unſhaded mountain's (ide; 
The lofty pines aſſume new forms, 
Fly ound the globe, and live in ſtorms; 
Aud tread and triumph on the wond' ring tide. 


Neptun 
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VIII. 
She nods again: the lab'ring earth 
Diſcloſes a ſtupendous birth: 
In ſmoking rivers runs her molten ere: 
T hence, monſters of enormous ſize, 
And hideous nature, trowning riſe, 
Flame from the deck, from trembling baſtions roar. 


IX. 


Theſe miniſters of wrath fulſil, 
Ou empires wide, an i//ard's will: 
Ye nations! know; know, all ye ſcepter'd pow'rs! 
In ſulph'rous night, and maſl; balls, 
And floods of flame, the tempeſt falls, 
When ſtern Britannia's awful ſenate lours. 


X. 


Bold is the ſtile, when hearts are bold: 
Would Britain have her anger told? 
, O! never let a meaner language ſound, 
Than that which thro' black aether roul:, 
Than that which proſtrates human louls, 
And rocks pale realms, when angry ove has frown'd, 


XI. 


In peace he ſheaths her courage keen, 
And ſpares her nitrous magazine; 
Her caro, lumber at the world s deſire: 
But, give juit cauſe, at wuce they blaze, 
At once they thunder from tl.e leas, 
Touch d by their injur'd maſter's {oul of fire. 
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Then, Furies riſe ! the battle raves! 
And rends the ſkies, and warms the waves, 
And calls a tempeſt from the peaceful deep, 
In ſpite of nature, ſpite of Jove, 
While all ſerene, and huſh'd above, 
The boiſt'rous winds in azure chambers ſleep. 


XIII. 


This, this, my monarchs / is the ſcene 
For hearts of proot, tor gods ot men ; 

Here war's whole ſting is ſhot, whole heart is ſpent! 
You ſport in arms; how pale, how tame, 
How .lambent is Bellona's flame, 


How her ſtorms languiſh on the continent 
XIV. 
A ſwarm of deaths, the mighty bomb, 
Nou, ſcatters from her glowing womb ; 
Now the chain'd bolts in dread alliance join'd, 
Red-wing'd with an expanding blaſt, 
Sweep, in black u birtu inds, man and maſt, 
And leave a ſing'd and naked hull behind. 


XV. 


New—but I'm ſtruck with pale deſpair ; 
My patrons! what a burſt was there! 
The ftrong-ribb'd barques at once diſploding fly! 
Inſatiate death! compendious fate! 
Deep wound to ſome brave bleeding ſtate! 
One moment's gui/t a thouſand heroes die. 
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XVI. 


The great, gay- graceful, young and brave, 
(Short obſequies !) the ſable wave 

Involves in endleſs night : ye graveleſs dead! 
Where are your conqueſts? now you rove 
Pale penſive, thro? the coral prove, 

Or ſhrink from Britain in your oozy bed. 


XVII. 


While virgins fair, with tender toil, 
Of fragrant blooms their gardens {poil, 
Low ly the brows for which the wreath's deſign'd, 
In /ea weed wrapt: alas how vain 
The hope, the joy, the grief, the pain, 
The love, and god-like valour of mankind ? 


XVIII. 


Of braſs his heart who durſt explore, 
Shut up in triple braſs and more, 
Who when explor'd the ſecret durſt explain? 
How, in one inſtant, at one blow, 
The maiden's ſigh, the mother's throe, 
Of half a widow'd land to render vain, 


> © | 
See! yon cowl'd friar in his cell, 
With ſulphur, flame. and crucible; 
Andcan the charms of gold that faint inſpire 
O curſed cauſe! O curs d event! 
O wond rous pow'r of accident / 


He rivals gods, and ſets the globe on fire. 
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But the rank growth of modern ill, 
Too u ell deſerv'd that fatal (kill, 

The ſkill by which deſruction ſwiftly runs ; 
And ſeas, and lands, and «or1ds lay waſte, . 
With far more terror, far more haſte, 


Than ancient Aimred, and his haughty ſons, 


XXI. 


In frown and force od war muſt yield; 
The ch2riot ſeyth'd, which mow'd the field, 
The ram, the caſtled elephant were tame, 
Tame to rang'd ordnance, which denies 
Supetior terror to the ſkies, 
And claims the cloud, the thunder, and the flame, 


XXII. 


The flame, the thunder, and the cloud, 
The night by day, the ſea of bluod, 

Hoſts whirl d in air, the yell, the ſinking throng, 
The graveleſi dead, an ocean warm'd, | 
A firmament by mortals florm'd, 

To wrong'd Britannia's angry brow belong. 


Or do I dream, or do I rave? 
Or do | ſee the gloomy cave, 
Where Jove's red bolts the giant brothers frame? 

The ſwarthy gods of toi! and heat 

Loud peals on mountain-anvils beat, 

And panting tempeſts rouſe the roaring flame, 
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XXIV. 


Ye ſons of Aetna ! hear my call ; 
Let your unfiniſh'd labours fall, 

That ſhield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue: 
Suſpend your toil:, ye brawny throng ! 
Charm'd by the magic of my ſong, 

Drop the fergn'd thunder, and attempt the true. 


XXV. 


Begin ; and firſt take winged fight, 
Fierce flames, and clouds of thickeſt night, 
And trembling terror, paler than the dead; 
Then borrow from the north his roar, 
Mix groant and death; one vial pour 
Of dread Britannia j wrath, and it is made, 


XXVI. 


Yet, peace celeſtial ! may thy charms, 
Still fie our breaſts, tho' clad in arms: 
If ſcenes of blood aveugiug tates dectee, 
For thee the ſword brave Britons wield ; 
For thee, charge o'er th' embatti*!! field; 
Or plunge thro”. ſeas, thro" crimſou ſcas tur thee, 


XXVII. 


Even 70w for peace the gods are preſs d; 
We woo the nations to be bleſs'd; 

For peace, vidforious kings / we call to you: 
For peace, on piuions of the ve, 
Soft emblem of eternal love! 


Tbro' trackleſs air, and deſart ſkies I flew. 
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XXVIII. 


My * former lays of rough contents, 

Ot waves, and wars, aud ar.naments, 
Were but as peals of ordnance to confeſs 

Your height of dignity, to clear 

Your deaf, your late · obſtructed ear, 
And wake attention to more mild addreſs, 


XXIX. 
Have I not heard you both declare, 
Your hearts deteſt t e purple war, 
And melt in ang uiſh for the world's repoſe ! 
Hail then ! all bail ! your wiſh is crown'd, 
Your godlike zeat thro' time renown'd, 
Thro' Europe bleis'd ; with joy her heart o'erſlows. 


XXX. 
Your friend, your brother of the North, 
To meet your arms, comes {miling forth, 
And leads ſoti-hauded peace ho pow'rful he! 
His num rous race, the bloſſoms bright 
Of golden empire, radiant fagitt ! 
Endlels beam ou into eternity. 


XXXI. 


What /ong allies ? —the virgin train 
Your molt ©buurate foes may pain : 
See, how their charms in /znea! luitre thine ? 
Thro' ev'ry genuine bianch, the fire 
Has darted 1ays of temyer'd fire; 
The mother breath'd ſoft air, and bloom divine 


The forcgoing ſtanzas. 
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How fair the field ! ye * Aonian bees ! 
The flow'rs ambroſial fondly ſeize, 
Luxurious draw the ſweet Hyblean ſtrain ; 
That gods may lean from heav'n to hear, 
And my thron'd patron's raviſh'd ear 
The ſoul's rich near drink, and thirſt again. 


XXXIII. 


Even mine, they taſte ; and with ſucceſs : 
Ambition s fames my ſtrains repreſs ; 

Tbe fever flies ; no noxious thoughts ferment ; 
No frenzy, taking friends for foes ; 
The pulſe ſublides ; they ſeck repoſe ; 

Nor I my winged embaſly repent. 


XXXIV. 
No: by the blood of Blenbeim's plain, 
I ſwear, the rumour'd war is vain.; 
Shall Gallic faith and friendſhip ever ceaſe ? 
I {wear by Europe's lovely dread, 
I ſwear by great Eliza's ſhade, 
The wi/e J$erian is the friend of peace. 


XXXV. 
Yet, left I fail, (for prophets old 
Not all infallibly foretold), 
We ſet our naval terrors in array. 
Know, Britons! an AUCUSTUS reigns; 
If foes compel, ſend forth your chains, 
While haughty thrones, uncenſur'd, might obey. 


Le poets. 
Vol. I. B b 


290 On the POSTURE of AFFAIRS, 1734. 


XXXVI. 
O could I ſing as you have fought! 
I'd raiſe a monument of thought, 
Bright as the ſun!—how you burn at my heart ! 
How the drums all around, 
Soul- rouſing reſound ! 
Swift drawn from the thigh, 
How the ſwords flame on high 
How the cannon, deep knell ! 
Fates of kingdoms foretel ! 
How to battle, to battle, our fathers brave part, 
How to battle, to conqueſt, to triumph we dart! 
n. 
But who giĩres conqueſt! He, whoſe rey 
To darkneſs turns the blaze of day; 
Whoſe boundleſs fat far outflows the main; 
Whoſe pow'r the raging waves can ſtill, 
And curb more rebel human will,. 
With peace, O! bleſs us, or. in war ſuſtain. 
XXXVIII. 
Doſt thou ſuſtain ?!———Ye twinkling fry ! 
That ſwim the ſeas, glide gently by; 
Tho! your ſcales glitter, tho* your numbers ſwarm, 
Ah! gently plide, for life's dear fake ; 
Nor dare Leviathan awake, 
Who ſpouts a river, and who breathes a ſtorm. 


XXXIX. 
And now, who cenſures this addreſs ? 
Thus, crowns, ſtates, common men make peace: 
They ſwell, ſooth, double, dive, ſwear, pray, defy: 
And when rank irt'reſt has prevail'd, 
And artifice the treaty ſeal'd, 
Stark /coe and conſcience own the baſtard tye. 
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XI. 


Ambaſſadors, ye mouths of Kings! 
Ye uiſive monarchs! ecmpire's wings / 
What tho” the muſe uf province proudly choſe; 
Ti a reprilal fairly made, 
Her province you long ſince invade, 
Ye perfect poets! in the vale of proſe. 


XLT. 


More ſafe, O muſe! that humble vale, 
Than the proud ſurge and ſtormy pale: 
Thy dang'rous ſeas with wrecks are cover'd o'er : 
Dulneſs and frenzy curſe thy ſtreams, 
Rocks, infamous for murder'd names ! 
O! ſtrike thy ſwelliag ſails, and make to ſhore. 


XLII. 


While warmer climes, in cooler ſtrains, 
Or tented fields, or duſty plains, 
The bleeding horſe, and horſeman hurl to . ; 
*Tis mine to ſing, and ſing the firſt, 
That mighty ſhock, that dreadful burſt 
Of war, which bellows thro? the ſeas profound, 


XLIII. 
Nor mean the ſong, or great my blame; 
When uch the patrons, ſuch the theme, 
Who might not glow, ſoar. paint, with rage divine ? 
Truth, ſimple truth, I proudly dreſs'd 
In fancy's robe; her flow'ry veſt 
Dipp'd in the curious colours of the nine. 


Bb 2 
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XLIV. 


But, ah | *tis paſt; I fink; 1 faint; 
Nor more can glow, or ſoar, or paint; 
The refluent raptures from my boſom row! ; 
To heav'n returns the ſacred maid, 
And all her golden viſions fade, 
Ne'er to reviſit my tumultuous foul. 


XLV. 


My vocal e, which Thetis formd 
Beneath the waves, which Venus warm'd 
With all her charms, (if ancient tales be true), 
And in thy pearly boſom glow'd 
Ere Pan ſilver chords beſtow'd ; 
My /hell! which Clio gave, which kings applaud, 
Which Europe's bleeding genius call'd abroad, 
Adieu, pacific ly1e! my laure / d thrones! adieu. 
liear, Atticus“ your ſailor's ſong; I ſing, I live for 
you. 
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ITH invocations ſome their breaſts inflacpe; 

I need no muſe, a Walpole is my theme. 

. Ye mighty dead! ye parter'd ſons of prai/e ? 
Our morning ſtars ! our boaſt in former days! 
Which hov'ring o'er, your purple wings diſplay, 
Lur'd by the pomp of this diftinguiſh'd day, 
Stoop and attend: by one the knee be bound; 
Cue, throw the mantlc's crimion folds around; 

By that, the fword on his proud thigh be plac'd, 
This claſp the di'mond girdle round his wailt; 
His breaſt, with rays, leſt juſt Godolphin ſpread ; 
Wiſe Burleigb plant the plumage on his head: 

And Edward own, ſince firſt be fix'd the race, 

None preſs'd fair glory with a ſwifter pace. 
When fate would call ſome mighty genius forth, 
To wake a drooping age to godlike worth, 
Or aid ſome fav'rite king's illuſtrious toll, 
It bids his % od with gen'rous ardor boil; - 

His blood, from virtue's celebrated ſource, 

Pour'd down the ſteep of time, a lengthen'd courſe ! 
That men prepar'd may juſt attention pay, 
Warn'd by the dawn to mark the glorious day, 
When all the ſcatter'd merits of his line, 

Collected to a point iatenſely ſhine. 

See, Britain! ſee thy Walpole ſhine from far, 

His azure ribbon, and his radiant ſtar; 

A ſtar that, with auſpicious beams, ſhall puide 
Thy veſſel ſafe thro? fortune's rougheſt tide. 
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If peace ſtill ſmiles, by this ſhall commerce ſteer 
A finiſh'd courſe, in triumph round the ſphere; ; 
And gath'ring tribute from each diſtant ſhore, \ 
In Britain's lap the world's abundance pour. ] 
If war's ordain'd. this far ſhall dart its beams / 
Thro' that black cloud, which riſing from the Thames, \ 
With thunder form'd of Brun/wic's wrath, is ſent 
To claim the ſeas, and awe the continent : 

This ſhall direct it where the bolt to throw, 
A ſtar for us, a comet to the foe. 

At this the muſe ſhall kindle, and aſpire : 

My breaft, O Walpole, glows with grateful fire; 
The ſtreams of royal bounty, turn'd by thee, 
Refreſh the dry domains of poeſie, 

My fortune ſhews, when arts are Valpole's care, 
What flender worth forbids us to deſpair ; 

Be this thy partial ſmile from cenſure free ; 
»Twas meant for merit, tho? it fell on me. 

Since Brunſwic's ſmile has authoriz'd my mule, 
Chaſte be her conduct, and ſublime her views, 
Falſe praiſes are the whoredoms of the pen, 
Which proſtitute fair fame to worthleſs men. ) 
This profanation of celeſtial fire, I 
Makes fools deſpiſe what wiſdom ſhould admire. 

Let thoſe I praiſe to diſtant times be known, c 
Not by their author's merit, but their ow2:. « 
If others think the taſk is hard, to weed o 
From verſe, rank flattery's vivacious ſeed, 4 
And rooted deep; one means muſt ſet them free; 0 
Patron! and patrict! let them ſing of thee, 6 

While vulgar trees ignobler honours wear, c 

Nor thoſe retain when winter chills the year; 
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© The gen'rous orange, fav'rite of the ſun, 

With vig'rous charms can.thro' the ſeaſons run; 

Defies the ſtorm with her tenacious green; 

And flow' rs and fruits in rival pomp are ſeen; 

Where bloſſoms fall, ſtil! fairer bloſſoms ſpring: 

And midſt their ſweets the feather'd poets ling. 
On Walpole thus, may pleas'd Britannia view 

At once her ornament, and profit too ; 

The fruit of ſervice, and the hem of fame, 

Matur'd and gilded by the royal beam. 

He, when the nipping blaſts of envy riſe, 

Its guilt can pity, and its rage deſpiſe ; 

Let fall no hen zurs, but ſecurely great, 

Unfaded holds the colour of his fate: 

No wicter knows, tho' ruffling factions preſs; 

By wiſdom deeply rooted in lucceſs : 

One glory ſhed, a brighter is diſolay d“; 

And the charm'd muſes ſhelter in his ſhade. 
O how I long, enkindled by the theme, 

In deep eternity to launch thy name! 

Thy name in view, no rights of verſe I plead, 

But what chaſte truth indites, old tizze ſhall read. 
& Behold! a man of antient faith and bload, 


% Which ſoon beat high for arts, and public good: 


% Whoſe glory great, but natural appears, 

« The genuine growth of /ervices and years; 
« No ſudden exhalation drawn on high, 

And tondly gilt by partial majeity : 

One bearing preatelt toils, with greateſt eaſe ; 
« One born to ſerve us, and yet born to pleaſe; 


® Knight of the BATH, and then of the GARTER. 
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„% Whom, while our rights in equal ſcales he lays, 
The prince may truſt, and yet the people praiſe ; 
« His genius ardent, yet his judgment clear, 

* His tongue is lowing, and his heart ſincere, 

« His counſel guides, his temper chears our iſle, 


And fmiling, gives three kingdoms cauſe to ſmile.” 


Joy then to Britain, bleſs'd with ſuch a ſon ; 
To Walpole joy, by whom the prize is won; 
Who nobly conſcious meets the ſmiles of fate; 
True greatneſs lyes in daring to be great. 

Leſt daſtard ſouls, in a ffectation, run 

To ſhades, nor wear bright honours fairly won; 
Such men prefer, miſled by falſe applauſe, 

The pride of. modeſly to virtue's cauſe. 
Honours, which make the face of virtue fair, 
Tia great to merit, and tis wiſe to wear; 

Tis holding up the prize to public view, 
Confirms grown virtue, and inflames the new; 
Heightens the luſtre. of aur age and clime, 

And ſheds rich ſeeds of worth for future time. 

Proud chiefs alone, in fields of ſlaughter fam'd, 
Of old, this azure bloom of glory claim'd. 

As when, ern Aiax pour'd a purple flood, 
The violet roſe, fair daughter of his blood. 
Now rival wi/Jom dares the wreath divide, 
And both- Minerva: riſe in equal pride; 
Proclaiming loud. a monarch fills the throne, 
Who ſhines illuſtrious, not in wars alone. 

Let fame look lovely in Hritannia's eyes; 
They coldly court deſert, who fame deſpiſe: 
For what's ambition but fair virtue's /ai/? 
And what applauſe, but her, propitious gale * 
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When ſwell'd with that, ſhe fleets before the wind 
To glorious aims, as to the port defign'd ; 
When chain d, without it, to the lab'ring ear, 
She toils ! ſhe pants! nor gains the flying ſhore : 
From her ſublime purſuits, or turn d aſide 
By blaſts of envy, or by fortune s tid: : 
For one that bas ſucceeded, tes are loſt, 
Of equal talents, ere they make the coaſt. 
Then let renown to worth divine incite, 
With all ber beams, but throw thoſe beams aright. 
Then merit droops, and genius downward tends, 
When godlike glory like our land deſcends, 
Cuſtom the garter long confin'd to few ; 
And pave to birth, exalted virtue's due: 
Walpole has thrown the proud incloſure down; 
And high deſert embraces fair renown. 
Tho! rival d, let the Peerage ſmiling ſee, 
(Smiling in juſtice to their um degree), 
This proud reward of majeſty beſtow'd 
On worth like that, whence firſt the Peerage flow d. 
From frowns of fate Britannia's bliſs to guard, 
Let ſubjecto merit, and let king's reward. 
Gods are moſl-Gods by giving to excel; 
And Kings molt like them, by rewarding well. 
Though ſtrong the twanging nerve, and drawn 
-aright, 
Short is the winged arrow's upward flight; 
But if an eagle it transfix on high, 
Lodg'd in the wound it ſoars into the ſky. 
Thus u hile I bog thee with unequal lays, 


And wcund perhaps that worth I.miean to praiſe; 


1 
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Yet I tranſcend myſelf, 1 riſe in fame, 
Not lifted by my genius, but my theme. 

No more ; for in this dread ſuſpenſe of fate, 
Now kingdoms fluctuate, and in dark debate 
Weigh peace and war, now Europe's eyes are bent 
On mighty Brunſwic, for the great event. 
Brunſwic, of kings the terror or defence! 

W ho dare detain thee at a world's expence ? 


RESIGNATION. 


IN TWO PARTS. 


AND 


A POSTSCRIPT. 


To Mrs B * 


Ty ſoul ſhall be ſatisfied even as it were with mar- 
row and fatneſs ; when my mouth praiſeth ther 
with joyful lips. | PSAL. Ixiii. 


M.DCC.L XII. 


VoL.l. e 


RESIGNATION, &c. 


— 
— 


PART L 
HE days how few, how ſhort the years 


of man's too rapid race, 
Each leaving, as it ſwiftly flies, 
a ſhorter in its place ? 


They who the longeſt leaſe enjoy, 
have told us, with a ſigh, 

That, to be born, ſeems little more 
than to begin to die. 


Numbers there are who feel this trutb, 
with fears alarm'd ; and yet 

In life's deluſions lull'd aſleep, 
this weighty truth forget. 


And am not I to theſe a-kin ? 
Age flumbers o'er the quill ; 

Its honour blots whate'er it writes, 
and am [I writing {till ? 


Conſcious of nature in decline, 
and languor in my thoughts, 
To ſoften cenſure, and abate 
its rigor on my faults, 


Permit me, Madam, ere to you 
the promis'd verſe I pay, 
To touch on felt infirmity, 
ad ũſter of decay. 
_ 


204 RESIGNATION. 


One world deceas'd, another born, 
like Noah they behold, 

O'er whoſe white hairs and furrow'd brows 
too many ſuns have roll'd. 


Happy the patriarch | he rejoic'd 
his ſecond world to ſee ; 

My ſecond world, tho' gay the ſcene, 
can boaſt no charms for me. 


To me this brilliant age appears 
with deſolation ſpread ; 

Near all with whom I liv'd, and ſmil'd, 
whilſt life was life, are dead ; 


And with them' died my joys ; the grave 
hay broken nature's laws; 

And clos'd, againſt this feeble frame, 
its partial cruel jaws ; 


Cruel to ſpare! condemn'd to life ! 
a cloud impairs my ſight ; 

My weak hand diſobeys my will, 
ard trembles as I write, 


What ſhall I write? Thalia! tell; 
ay, long-abandon'd muſe! 

What field of fancy fhall I range ? 
what ſubje& ſhall I chuſe ? 


A choice of moment high inſpire, 
and reſcue me from ſhame, 

For doating on thy charms ſo late, 
by grandeur in my theme. 
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Beyond the themes, which moſt admire, 
which dazzle, or amaze ; 

Beyond renown'd exploits of war, 
bright charms, or empire's blaze, 


Are themes, which, in a world of woe, 
can beſt appeaſe our pain; 

And, in an age of gaudy puilt, 
pay folly's flood reſtrain ; 


Amidſt the ſtorms of life ſupport 
a calm, unſhaken mind; 
And with untading laurels crown 


the brow of the re ſig ud. 


O RESIGNATION ! yet unſung, 
untouch'd by former ſtrains ; 

Tho' claiming e' ry muſe's ſmile, 
and ev'ry poet's pains ; 


Beneath life's ev'ning ſolemn ſhade, 
I dedicate my page 

To thee, thou lafeit guard of youth! 
thou /o/e ſupport of age 


All other duties creſcents are 
of virtue faintly bright; 
The glorious Conſummation, thou ! 


which fills her or6 with light ; 


How rarely fill'd ! the love divine 
in evils to diſcern: 
This the firſ? leſſon which we want, 
the /ateſi which we learn: 
SC HL 
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A melancholy truth! For know, 
could our proud hearts reſign, 

The diſtance greatly would decreaſe 
twixt human and divine. 


But tho' full noble is my theme, 
full urgent is my call 

To ſoften ſorrow, and forbid 
the burſting tear to fall ; 


The taſk I dread : Dare to leave 
of humble pro/e the ſhore, 

And put to fea ? a dang'rous fea ! 
what throngs have funk before 


How proud the poet's billows ſwell ? 
the god! the goed ! his boaſt ; 

A boaſt how van! what wrecks abound 2. 
dead bards ſtench every coaſt. 


What then am I ? ſhall I preſume, 
on ſuch a moulten wing, 

Above the general wreck to riſs, 
and, in my winter, ſing; 


When nightingales, when ſweeteſt bards 
confine their charming long 

To ſummer's animating heats, 
content to warble young ? 


Yet, write I muſt ; a“ lady ſues; 
bow ſhameful her requeſt ? 
My brain in labour for dull rbime ! 


her's teeming with the beſt ! 
Mrs M—— 
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But you a ſtranger will excuſe, 
nor ſcorn his feeble ſtrain; 

To you a ſtranger, but, through fate, 
no ſtranger to your pain. 


The ghoſt of grief deceas'd aſcends, 
his old wound bleeds anew ; 
His ſorrows are recall'd to life 
by theſe he ſees in you: 


Too well he knows the twiſted ſtring3 
Of ardent hearts combia'd ; 

When rent aſunder, how they bleed, 
how hard to be reſigu d: 


Thoſe tears you pour, his eyes have ſhed ; 
the pang you feel, he felt; 

Thus nature, loud as virtue, bids 
his heart at yours to melt. 


But what can heart, or head, ſuggeſt ! 
what ſad experience lay ? 

Through truths auſtere, to peace we work 
our rugged, gloomy way: 


What are we? whence ? for what? and whither ? 
who know not, needs mwuſt mourn ; 

But thought, bright daughter of the ſkies ! 
can tears to triumph turn. 


Thought is our armour, tis the mind's 
impenetrable ſhield, 

When ſent by fate, we meet our focs. 
in ſore affliction's field; 
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It plucks the ſprĩght ful maſk from ills, 
forbids pale fear to hide 

Beneath that dark diſguiſe, a friend, 
which turns affetiion's tide, 


Affection frail ! train'd up by ſenſe, 
from reaſen's channel (trays ; 
And whilſt it blindly points at peace, 


our peace to pain betrays. 


Thought winds its fond, erroneous ſtream: 
from daily-dying flow'rs, 

To nouriſh rich, immortal blooms, 
in amarantkine bow'rs; 


Whence throngs, in extaſy, look down 
on what once ſhock'd their ſight; 
And thank the terrors of the paſt, 
for ages of delight. 


All withers here; who moſt poſſch 
are loſers by their gain 

Stung by full proof, that, bad at beſt, 
life's idle all is vain : 


Vain, in its courſe, life's murm'riug {ſtream ; 
did not its cone offend, 

But murmur ceale; lite. then, would ſeem 
ſtil] vainer, from its end. 


How wretched ! who, through cruel fate, 
have nothing to lament ? 

With the poor alms this world affords, 
deplorably content ? 
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Had not the Greek his world miſtook, 
his wifh had been moſt wiſe; 

To be content with but one world, 
like him, we ſhould deſpiſe. 


Of earth's revenue would you ſtate 
a full account, and fair ? 

We hope; and hope; and hope ; then caſt 
the total up —— deſpair. 


Since vain all here, all future, vaſt, 
embrace the lot aſlign'd ; 

Heav'n wounds to beal; its frowns are friends; 
its ſtrokes ſevere, moſt kind. 


But in laps'd nature, rooted deep, 
blind error domineers 

And on fools errands, in the dark, 
ſends out our hopes, and fears, 


Bids us for ever pains deplore, 
our pleaſures overprize ; 

Theſe oft perſuade us to be weak; 
thoſe urge us to be wiſe, 


From virtue's rugged path to right ; 
by pleaſure are we brought 

To flow'ry fields of wrong, and there 
pain chides us for our fault: 


Yet whilſt it chides, it ſpeaks of peace, 
if folly is withſtood; 

And ſays, time pays an eaſy price, 
for our eterna good. 
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In earth's dark cot, and in an hour, 
and in deluſion preat, 

What an oeconomiſt is man 
to ſpend his whole eſtate, 


And begpar an eternity ? 
for which, as he was born, 

More worlds than one againſt it weigh'd, 
as feathers he ſhould ſcorn. 


Say not, your loſs in triumph leads 
relizion's feeble ſtrife; 

Joys. future amply reimburſe 
Joys-bankrupts of this life. 


But not deferr'd your joy fo long, 
it bears an early date; 

Afliction's ready pay in hand, 
betriends our preſent ſtate; 


What are the tears which trickle down 
be melancholy face, 

Like liquid pearl ? like pearls of price, 
they purchaſe laſting peace. 


Crief ſoftens hearts, and curbs the will, 
in pet uous paſſion ta mes, 

And keeps inſatiate, keen deſire, 
From Jaunching in extremes. 


Thro' time's dark womb, our judgment right, 
if our dim eye was thrown, 

Clear ſhould we ſee, the will divine 
has but fore/tal/'d our own; 
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At variance with our future wiſh, 
ſelf-ſever'd, we complain; 

If fo, the woundec, not the wound 
muſt anſwer for the pain. 


The day ſhall come. and ſwift of wing, 
tho' you may think it flow, 

When, in the liſt of fort. ne's ſmiles, 
yeu'll enter trowns of woe. 


For mark the path of providence; 
this courſe it has purſu'd, 

« Pain is the parent, woe the womb 
6 of ſound, important good: 


Our hearts are faſten'd to this world 
by ſtrong and endlels ties; 

And ev'ry ſorrow cuts a ſtring, 
and urges us to riſe. 


*T will found ſeve yet reſt aſſur d 
I'm ſtudious of your peace; 

Tho' I ſhould dare to give you joy 
yes, joy of 5 deceaſc : 


An hour ſhall come (you queſtion this) 
au hour, when you ſhall bleſs, 
Beyond the brighteii beams of life, 
dark days of your diſtreſs. 


Hear then without ſurprize a truth, 
a daughter truth to this, 

Swift turns of fortune often tie 
4 bleeding heart to bliſs : 
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Eſteem you this a paradox ? 
my ſacred motto read; 
A glorious truth ! divinely ſung 


by one, whoſe heart had bled. 

To reſignation ſwift he flew, 
in her a friend he found ; 

A friend, which bleſs'd him with a ſmile 
when paſping with bis wound. 

On earth nought precious is obtain'd 
but what is painful too; 

By travel, and to travel born, 
our ſabbaths are but few: 


To real joy we work our way, 

- encountering many a ſhock, 
Ere found what truly charms ; as found 
a Venus in the block. 


In ſome diſaſter, ſome ſevere 
appointment for our ſing, 

That mother be (not fo call'd) 
true happineis, pins. 


No martyr e'er cefy'd the flames, 
by ſtings of life unvext ; 

Firſt roſe ſome quarrel with this world, 
then paſſion for the next. 


You ſee, then, pangs are parent - pangs, 
the pangs of happy birth; 

Pangs, by which only can be born 
true happineſs on earth. 
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The peopled earth look all around, 
or thro' time's records run ; 
And ſay, What is a man wnſtruck ? 

it is a man undone. 


This moment, am I deeply ſtung —— 
my bold pretence is try'd ; 
When vain man boaſts, Heav'n puts to.proof 
the vauntings of his pride ; 
Now need I, madam! your ſupport.— 
how exquilite the ſmart ? 
Ho critically tim'd the “ news 
which ſtrikes me to the heart ? 


The pang: of which I ſpoke, I feel: 
if worth like thine, is born, 

O long b:lov'd! | bleſs the blow, 
and triumph, whilſt I mourn. 


Nor mourn I long; by grief ſubdu'd 
be reaſon's empire ſhown ; 

Deep anguiſh comes by heaven's decree, 
continues by our own ; 

And when continu'd paſt its point, 
indulg'd in length of time, 

Grief is diſgrace, and, what was fate, 

corrupts into a crime: 


And ſhall I, criminally mean, 
myſelf and ſubject wrong? 

No: my example ſhall ſupport 
The ſubject of my ſong. 


* Whilſt the author was writing this, he received the 


news of Mr K:char/on's death, who was then printing the 
former part ot thc poem. 
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Madam ! I grant, your loſs is great, 
nor little is your gain: 


Let that be weigh'd ; when weigh'd aright, 


it richly pays your pain; 


When heaven would kindly ſet us free, 
and earth's enchantment end; 

It takes the moſt eſſectual means, 
and robs us of a FRIEND: 


But ſuch a friend and ſigh no more? 


tis prudent ; but ſevere: 
Heaven aid my weakneſs, and I drop 
all ſorrow- with this tear. 


Perhaps your ſettled grief to ſoothe 
I ſhould not vainly ſtrive, 

But with ſoft balm your pain aſſuage, 
had he been ſtill alive; 


Whoſe frequent aid brought kind relief, 
In my diſtreſs of thought, 

Ting'd with his beams my cloudy page, 
and beautify'd a fault. 


To touch our paſſionꝰs ſecret ſprings, 
was his peculiar: care ; 

And deep his happy genius div'd 
In boſoms of the fair; 


Nature, which favours to the few 
all art beyond imparts, 

To him preſented, at his birth, 
the key of human hearts. 
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But not to me by him bequeath d 
his gentle ſmooth addreſs ; 

His tender hand to touch the wound 
in throbbings of diſtreſs C : 


Howe'er, proceed I muſt, unbleſs'd 
with Eſculapian art: 

Know, love ſometimes, miſtaken /ove / 
plays dſaffection's part: 


Nor lands, nor ſeas, nor ſuns, nor ſtars, 
can ſoul from foul divide ; 


They correſpond from diſtant worlds, 
tho' tranſports are deny d.; 


Are you not, then, unkindly kind? 
is not your love ſevere ? ' 

Q! ſtop that cryſtal ſource of woe ; 
nor. wound him with a tear. 


As thoſe above from human bliſs 
receive encreaſe of jay ; 

May not a ſtroke from human woe, 
in part, their peace deſtroy ? 


He lives in thoſe he left: to what? 
your, now, paternal care, 
Clear from its cloud your brighten'd eye, 
it will diſcern him there; 
In features, not of form alone, 
but thoſe, i cruſt, of mind, 
Auſpicious to the public weal, 
and to their fate reſign'd. 
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Think on the tempeſts he ſuſtain'd ; 
revolve his battles won; 


And let thoſe propheſy your joy 
from /uch a father's ſon : 


Is conſolation what you ſeek ? 
fan, then, his martial fire ; 

And animate to flame the ſparks 
bequeath'd him by his fire : 


As nothing great is born in haſte, 
wiſe nature's time allow ; 

His father's laurels may deſcend, 
and flouriſh on his brow. 


Nor, madam ! be ſurpriz'd to bear, 


that laurels may be due 
Not more to heroes of the field, 
(proud boaſters!) than to you: 


Tender as is the female frame, 
like that brave man you mourn, 
You are a /o/dier, and to fight 
ſuperior battles born ; 


Beneath a banner nobler far 
than ever was unfurl'd 

In fields of blood; a banner bright! 
bigh-wav'd o'er all the world. 


It, like a ſtreaming meteor, caſts 
an univerſal light; 

Sheds day, ſheds more, eternal day 
on nations whelm'd in night ; 
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Beneath that banner, what exploit 
can mount our glory higher, 
Than to ſuſtain the dreadful blow, 
when thoſe we love expire ? 


Go forth a moral Amazon ; 
arm'd with undaunted thought ; 
The battle won, tho' coſting dear, 
you'll think it cheaply bought: 


The paſſive hero, who ſits down 
unactive, and can ſmile 
Beneath affliction's galling load, 

out · acts a Cacſar's toil: 


The billows ſtain'd by ſlaughter'd foes, 
inferior praile afford; 

Reaſon's a bloodleſs conqueror, 
more glorious than the ſword. 


Nor can the thunder of huzzas 
from ſhouting nations, cauſe. 

Such ſweet delight, as from your heart 
ſoft. whiſpers of applauſe : 


The dear decear'd fo fam'd in arms, 
with what delight he'll view 
His triumphs on the main outdone, 

thus conquer'd, twice, by you! 


Share his delight ; take heed to ſhun 
of boſoms moſt diſeas d 
That odd diſtemper, an abſurd 
reluctance to be pleas d: 
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Some ſeem in love with ſorrow's charms, 


and that foul fiend embrace : 
This temper let me juſtly brand ; 
and ſtamp it with diſgrace : 


Sorrow / of horrid parentage 
thou ſecond-born of hell ! 


Againſt Heaven's endleſs mercies pour'd 


how dar*ſt thou to rebe! ? 


From black and noxious vapors bred, 
and nurs'd by want of thoupht, 

And to the door of frenzy's ſelf 
by perſeverance brought. 


Thy moſt inglorious, coward tears. 
from brutal eyes have ran ; 

Smiles, incommunicable ſmiles ! 
are radiant marks of man; 


They caſt a ſudden glory round: 


Th' illumin'd human face; 
And light in ſons of honeſt joy 
ſome beams of Moſes” face 


Is re/ignation's lefſon hard? 
examine, we ſhall find 
That duty pives up little more 


than anguiſh of the mind; 


Refizn ; and all the load of life 
that moment you remove, 

Its heavy tax, ten thouſand care: 
devolve on one above; 


PaxtI. RESIGNATION. 379 


Who bids us lay our burden down 
on his almight hands, 
Softens our duty to relic}, 


to bleſſing a command. 


For joy what cauſe ? how-ev'ry ſenſe 
is courted from above 

The year around, with preſents rich, 
the growth of endleſs love ? 


But moſt o'arlcok the bleſſings pour d, 
forget the wonders done, 

And terminate, wrapt-up in fenſe, 
their proſpe at the ſun; 


From that, their final point of view, 
from that their radiant goal : 
On travel. infinite of thought, 
ſets out the nobler ſoul, 


Broke looſe from time's tenacious ties, 
and earth's involving gloom, 

To range at large its vaſt domain, 
and talk with worlds to come: 


They let unmark'd, and unemploy'd 
life's idle moments run ; 

And doing nothing for themſelves, 

imagine nothing done ; 


Fatal miſtake! their fate goes on, 
their dread account proceeds, 

And their not-doing is ſet down 
amongſt their darkeſt deeds ; 
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Though man ſits ſtill, and takes his eaſe, 


GoD is at work on man; 


No means, no moment unemploy'd, 
to bleſs him, if he can. 


But man conſents not, boldly bent 
to faſhion his own fate; 

Man, a mere bungler in the trade, 
repents his crime too late ; 


Hence loud laments: let me thy cauſe, 
indulgent Father! plead; 

Of all the wretches we deplore, 
not one by Thee was made. 


What is thy whole creation fair? 
of /ove divine the child; 

Le: brought it forth; and from its birth, 
has o'er it fondly ſmil'd : 


Now, and thro* periods diſtant far, 
long ere the world began, 

Heav'n is, and haz in travel been, 
its birth the good of man; 


Man holds in conſtant ſervice bound 
The bluſt'ring winds and ſeas; 

Nor ſuns diſdain to travel hard 
their maſter, man, to pleaſe: 


To final good the worſt events 

|  thro' ſecret channels run; 

Finiſh for man their deſtin'd courſe, 
as t was for man begun. 
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One point (obſerv'd, perhaps, by few) 
has often ſmote, and ſmites 

My mind, as demonſtration ſtrong ; 
that Heaven in man delights; 


What's known to man of things unſeen, 
of future worlds or fates ? | 
So much, nor more, than what to man's 
ſublime affairs relates: 


What's revelation then? a liſt, 
an inventory juſt 

Of that poor inſect's goods, ſo late 
call d out of night, and duſt. 


What various motives to rejoice ? 
to render joy ſincere, 

Has this no weight? Our joy is felt 
beyond this narrow ſphere: 


Would we in heav'n new heav'n create, 
and double its delight ? 

A ſmiling world, when heav'n looks down, 
how pleaſing in its fight ? 


Angels ſtoop forward from their thrones 
to hear its joyful lays, 

As incenſe ſweet enjoy, and join, 
its aromatic praiſe, 


Have we no cauſe to fear the ſtroke 
of Heav'n's avenging rod! 
When we preſume to counteract 
a /ympathetic Gop ? 
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If we re/ign, our patience makes 
his rod an barmleſs wand 


If not, it darts a eren i ſting, , 
like that in Mo/es' hand; 


Like that, it ſwallows np whate'er 
earth's vain magicians bring, 

Whoſe baffled arts would boaſt below. 
of joys a rival fpring. 


Conſummate love ! the liſt how large 
of. bleſſjngs from thy hand: 
To baniſh ſorrow, and be bleſt, 


is thy ſupreme command: 


Are ſuch commands but ill obey d? 
of bliſs, ſhall we complain? 
The man who dares to be a wretch, 

deſerves {till greater pain: 


Joy is our duty, glory, health; 
the ſunſhine of the ſoul ; | 
Our. beſt encomium on the Pow'r 


who ſweetly plans the whole: 


Joy is our Eden till poſleſs'd d: 
begone, ignoble grief 

Tis joy makes Gods, and men exalts, 
their nature, our relief; 


Relief for man to that muſt ſtoop, 
and his due diſtance know; 

Tranſport's the language of the ſkies, 
content the ſtyle below. 
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Content is joy ; and joy in pain, 
is joy and virtue too; 

Thus, whilſt good preſent we poſſeſs, 
more precious we purſue : 

Of joy the more we have in hand, 
the more have we to come; 


Joy, like our money, intereſt bears, 
which daily ſwells the ſum. 


« But how to ſmile; to ſtem the tide 
« of nature in our veins ; 

« Is it not hard to weep in joy? 
« what then to ſmile in pains?” 


Victorious joy which breaks the clouds, 
and ſtruggles thro” a ſtorm, 

Proclaims the mind as great as good, 
and bids it doubly charm : 


If doubly charming in our ſex, 
a ſex, by nature, bold; 

What then in yours? Tu di'mond there, 
triumphant o'er ozr gold. 


And fhould not this complaint repreſs, 
and check the riſing ſigh ? 
Let farther opiate to your pain 
I labour to ſupply. 


Since ſpirits greatly damp'd-diſtort 
ideas of delipht, 

Look thro' the medium of a friend, 
to {et your notions right. 
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As tears the fight, grief dims the ſoul ; 
its object dark appears; 
True friendſhip like a riſing ſun 
the ſoul's horiſon clears. 


A friend's an optic to the mind 
with ſorrow clouded o'er ; 

Aud gives it ſtrength of ſight to ſee 
redreſs unſeen before. 


Keaſon is ſomewhat rough in man; 
extremely ſmooth and fair, 

When ſhe, to grace her manly ſtrength, 
aſſumes a female air: 


A“ friend you have, and I the ſame, 
whoſe prudent, ſoft addreſs, 


Will bring todife thoſe healing thoughts, 
which dy d in your diſtreſs ; 


That friend the ſpirit of my - theme 
extracting for your eaſe, 

Will leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 
too common ; ſuch as theſe ; 


Let thoſe. lament,- to whom full bowls 
of ſparkling joys are giv'n ; 
That triple bane inebriates life, 

imbitters death, and hazards heav'n : 


Woe to. the ſoul at perfect eaſe 
tis brewing perfect pains ; 
Lull'd reaſon ſleeps, the puiſe is king: 
deſpotic body reigns : 
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Have you neꝰ er pity'd joy's gay ſcenes, 
and deem'd their glory dark ? 

Alas ! poor envy / ſhe's ſtone-blind, 
and quite miſtakes her mark: 


Her mark lyes bid in /orrow's ſhades, 
but ſorrow well ſubdu'd ; 

And in proud fortune's frown defy'd 
by meek, unborrow'd good, 


By reſignation ; all in that 
a double friend may find, 

A wing to heav'n, and, while on earth, 
the pi/low of mankind : 

On pillows void of down, for reſt 
our reſtleſs hopes we place; 

When hopes of heav'n ly warm at heart, 
our hearts repoſe in peace : 


The peace, which reſignation yields, 
who feel alone can guels ; 

Tia diſbeliev'd by murm'ring minds, 
they muſt conclude it tefs : 


The loſs, or gain, of that alone 
have we to hope, or fear; 

That fate controuls, and can invert 
the ſeaſons of the year : 


O! the dark days, the year around, 
of an impatient mind ; 
Thro' clouds, and ſtorms, a ſummer breaks, 
to ſhine on the reſiga d: 
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While man by that of ev'ry grace, 
and virtue, is poſſeſi d; 

Foul vice her pandaemonium builds 
in the rebellious breaſt. 


By reſignation we defeat 
the worſt that can annoy ; 
And /+/Fer, with far more repoſe, 


than worldlings can enjoy. 


From ſmall experience this I ſpeak ; 
O! grant to thoſe I love, 


Experience fuller. far, ye pow'rs! 
who form our fates above, 


My love where due, if not to thoſe 
who leaving grandeur came 

To ſhine on. age in mean receſs, 
and light me to my theme ? 


A theme themſelves ! a theme, how rare 
the charms, which they diſplay, 

To triumph over. captive: head;, 
are ſet in bright array : 


With his own arms proud man's o'ercome, 
his boaſted laurels die ; 

Learning and genius, wiſer grown, 
to female boſoms fly. 


This revolution, fix'd by fate, 
in fable was foretold ; 

The dark prediction puzzled wits, 
nor could the /earn'd unfold : 
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But as thoſe “ ladies works I read, 

they darted ſuch a ray, 
The latent ſeuſe burſt out at once, 

and (hone in open day: 


So burſt full ripe, diſtended fruits, 
when ſtrongly ftrikes the ſun ; 

And from the purple grape unpreſs'd, 
ſpontaneous nears run. 

Pallas, (tis ſa'd), when Jove grew dull, 
forſook his drowſy brain; 

And ſpriꝑbtly leap'd into the throne 
of wi/dom”s brighter reign : 

Her he/met took ; that is, ſhot rays 
of formidable wity . 


And launce, or, genius moſt acute, 
which lines immortal writ ; 


And Corgun fhie/d,——or, pow r to fright 
man's folly, dreadful ſhone ; 

And many a blockhead, (eaſy change !) 
turn'd, inſtantly, to ſtone. 


Our authors male, as, then, did Jove, 
now ſcratch a damag'd head, 

And call for what once quarter'd there, 
but find the poddeſs fled. 


The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit! 
that once forbidden tree, 
Hedg'd in by ſurly man, is now 
tc Britain's daughters free: 
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In Eve (we know) of fruit fo fair 
the noble thirſt began: 

And they, like her, have cams d a fall, 
a f of fame in man: 


And ſince of genius in our fex, 
O Addiſon ! with thee 

The fun is ſet, how I rejoice 
this faſter lamp to ſee ? 


It ſheds. like Quthia, ſilver beams 
on man's nu ea ſtate ; 

[Tis lefſen'd light, and languid pow'rs, 
I /:w, whillsl] relate. 
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F 
UT what in either ſex beyond 


all parts our glory crowns ? 
In ruffling ſeaſons to be calm, 
« and {mile while fortune frowns.“ 


| Heav'n's choice is ſafer than our own; 


of apes paſt enquire, 
What the moſt formidable fate ? 
© to have our own deſire.“ 


If, in your wrath, the worſt of foes 
you wiſh extremely ill; 

Expoſe him to the thunder's ſtroke, 
or that of his own will. 


What numbers ruſhing down the ſteep 
of inclination ſtrong, 

Have periſh'd in their ardent wiſh ? 
wiſh ardent, ever wrong ? 


'Tis Keſignation's full reverſe, 
moit wrong, as it implies 

Error moſt fatal in our choice, 
detachment from the flies. 


By cloling ith the ſkies we make 
Omnipotence our own; 

That done, haw formidable 7/1's 
whole army is oerthrown ? 
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No longer impotent and frail, 
ourſelves above we riſe : 

We ſcarce believe ourſelves below | 
we treſpaſs on the ſkies! 


The Lord and ſoul and fource of all, 
whilſt man enjoys his caſe, 
Is executing human will, 


in earth, and air, and ſeas ; 


Beyond us, what can angels boaſt ? 
archangels what require ? 

Whate'er below, above, is done, 
is done as——we deſire. 


What glory this for man ſo mean, 
whole life is but a ſpan ? 
Fhis is meridian majeſty ! 
this, the ſublime of man 
Beyond the boaſt of pagan ſong. 
my ſacred ſubject ſhines; 
And for a foil the luſtre takes 
of Rome's exalted lines. 


« All, that the fun ſurveys, ſubdue d, 
but Cato's mighty mind” 

How grand? moſt true; yet far beneath 
the ſoul of the reg d: 


To more than kingdoms, more than worlds, 
to paſſion that gives law; 

Its matchlets empire could have kept 
great Cate's pride in awe z 
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That fatal ride, whoſe cruel point 
transfix'd his noble breaſt; 

Far nobler ! if his fate ſuſtain'd 
bad left to heaven the reft ; 


Then he the palm had borne away, 
at diſtance Caeſar thrown ; 

Put him off cheaply with the world, 
and made the ſkies his own, 


What cannot Re ſignation do ? 
it wonders can perferm ? 


That pow'rful charm, Thy will be done, 


can lay the loudeſt ſtorm. 


Come, Reſignation ! then, from fields, 
where, mounted on the wing, 

A wing of flame, bleſs'd martyrs fouls 
aſcended to their King: 


Who is it calls these? One whoſe need 
tranſcends the common ſize; 

Who ſtands in front againſt a foe 
to which none equal riſe : 


In front be ſtands, the brink he treads 
of an eternal ſtate; 

How dreadful his appointed poſt ! 
how ſtrongly arm'd by fate 


His threat'ning foe! what ſhadows deep 
o'erwhelm his gloomy brow ! 

His dart tremenduous at fourſcore 
my ſole aſylum, thou, 
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Haſte, then, O Reſignation! hafte, 
tis thine to reconcile 

My foe and me; at thy approach, 
my foe begins to ſmile, 


Ol for that ſummit of my wiſh, 
whilſt here J draw my breath, 
That promiſe of eternal life, 
a glorious {nile in death: 
What ſight, heav'n's azure arch beneath, 
bath moſt of heav'n to boalt ? 
The man reſigu d; at once ſerene, 
and giving up the ghaſt. 


At death's arrival they ſhall ſmile, 
who not in life o'er gay, 

Serious and frequent thought ſend out 
to meet him on his way: 


My gay coeyals! (ſuch there are) 
if happineſs is dear ; 

Approaching death's alarming day 
diſcreetly let us fear: 


The fear of death is truly wiſe, 
till wiſdom can riſe higher ; 
And, arm'd with pious fortitude,. 
death, dreaded once, defire : 


Grand climaQeric vanitics - 
the vaireſt will deſpiſe ; 

Shock'd when beneath the ſnow of ape, 
man immaturely dies; 
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But am not I myſelf the man ? 
no need abroad to roam 

In queſt of faults to be chaſtis d; 
what cauſe to bluſh at home ? 


In life's decline, when men relapſe | 
into the {ports of youth, | 

The ſecond child out-fools the firſt, 
and tempts the haſh of truth: 


Shall a mere truant from the grave 
with rival boys engage? 

His trembling voice attempt to ſing, 
and ape the poet's rage? 


Here, madam ! let me viſit one, 
my fault who, partly, ſhares, 

And tell myſelf, by telling him, 
what more becomes our years ; 


And if your breaſt with prudent zeal 
_for Reſignation glows, 
You will not diſapprove a juſt 
reſentment at its foes. 


In youth, /—taire ! our foibles plead 
for ſome indulgence due; 

When heads are white, their thoughts, and aims, 
ſnould change their colour too: 


How are you cheated by your wit! 
old age is bound to pay, 

By nature's law, a mind diſereet, 
for joys it takes away: 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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A mighty change is wrought by years, 
reverſing human lot ; 

In age tis honour to ly hid, 
its praiſe to be forgot ; 


The wiſe, as flow'rs, which ſpread at doon, RE 


and all their charms expoſe, 
When ev'ning damps, and ſhades deſcend, 
their evolutions cloſe. 


What tho' your muſe has nobly ſoar d, 
is that our true ſublime ? 

Our, hoary friend! is to prefer 
eternity to time: 


Why cloſe a life fo juſtly fam d 
with ſuch bold traſh as * this: 
This for renown ? yes, ſuch as makes 
obſcurity a bliſs: _ 


Your traſh with mine at open war, 
Is 1 obſtinately bent, 

Like wits. below, to ſow your tares 
of gloom and diſcontent 7 


With ſo much fanſhine at command, 


why light with darkneſs.mix ? 
Why. daſh with pain our pleaſure ? why 
your Helicon with Styx? 


Your works in pur divided minds 
repugnant paſſions raiſe, 
Confound us with a. double ſtroke, 
we ſhudder, whilſt we praiſe; - 
* Candide. 4 Second part, 
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A curious web, as finely wrought | 
as genius can inſpire, | 

From a black bag of poiſon ſpun, 
with horror we admire, 


Mean as it is, if this is read 
with a diſdainful air, 


I can't forgive ſo great a foe 
to my dear friend /— faire: 


Early I knew him, early prais'd, 
and long to praiſe him late; 

His genius greatly I-admire, 
nor would deplore his fate ; 


A fate how much to be deplor'd, 
at which our nature ſtarts ! 
Forbear to fall. on your own ſword, 
to periſh by your parts: 


« But great your name.” To feed on air 
weie then immortals born ? 

Nothirg is great, of -which more preat, 
more plorious is the ſcorn. 


Can fame your carcaſe from the worm 
. which gnaws us in the grave, 
Or ſou from that which never dies, 
applauding Ezrope, ſave ? 


But fame you loſe ; good ſenſe alone 
your idol, praiſe can claim; 
When wild wit mui ders happineſs, 
it puts to death our fame; 
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Nor boaſt your genizz ; talents bright 
ev'n dunces will deſpiſe, 

If in your weſtern beams is miſs'd 
a genĩus for the ſkies : 


Your taſte too fails; what moſt excels 
true taſte muſt reliſh moſt ; 
And what, to rival palms above, 
\can.proudeft keurels beaſt ? 


Sound heads -ſalvation's * helmet ſeek, 

reſplendent are its rays, 

Let that ſuffice ; it needs no pu 
of ſablunary praiſe. 


May this enable couch'd / taire 
to ſee that Al is right, 

His eye, by faſþ of wit ſtruck blind, 
reſtoring to its light ; 

If fo, all's well: who much have err'd, 
that much have been forgiv'n ; 

I ſpeak with joy, with joy he'll hear, 


« P.—taircs are, now, in bheav'n.“ 


Nay, ſuch philantbropy divine, 
ſo boundleſs in degree, 

Its marvellous of love extends 
(ſtoop moſt profound!) to me : 


Let others cruel ſtars arraign, 
or dwell on their diſtreſs; 


But let my page, for mercies pour'd, 
a grateful heart expreſs: 


* Epheſ. vi. 37. + Which tis romance ridicules. 
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Walking, the preſent Gop was ſeen, | 
of old, in Eden fair: | 

The God as preſent, by plain ſteps | 
of providential care, 


I behold paſſing through my life ; 
his awful voice | hear ; 

And, conſcious of my nakedneſs, 
would hide myſelt for fear: 


But where the free, or where the clouds 
can cover from his ſight ? 

Naked the center to that eye, 
to which the ſun is night. 


As yonder glittering lamps on high 
throuph night illumin'd roll ; 

May thoughts of him by whom they ſhine, 
chace darkneſ from my ful ; 


My foul, which reads his hand as clear 
in my minute affairs, 

As in his ample manuſcript 
of ſun, and moon, and ſtars ; 


And knows kim not more bent aright 
to wield that vaſt machine, 

Than to correct one erring thought | 
in my ſmall world within; 


A world that ſhall ſurvive the fall 


of all his wonders here; | 
Survive, whea ſuns ten thouſand drop, 
and leave a darken'd ſphere. 


Ver. . Ft 
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Yon matter groſs, how bright it ſhines? 
for time how great his care? 

Sure /pirit and eternity 
far richer glories ſhare ; 


Let thoſe our hearts impreſs, on thoſe 
our contemplation dwell ; 

On thoſe my thoughts how juſtly thrown, 
by what I now ſhall tell ? 


When backward with attentive mind 
life's labyrinth I trace, 

1 find him far mylelt beyond 
propitious to my peace: 


Through all the crooked paths J trod, 
my folly he purſu'd; 

My heart aſtray, to quick return 
importunately woo'd : 


Due reſignation home to preſs 
on my capricious will, 
How many reſcues did I meet, 

beneath the maſk of ill ? 


How many foes in ambuſh laid 
beneath my ſoul's defare ? 

The deepeſt penitents are made 
by what we moſt admire. 


Have I not ſometimes (real good 
ſo little mortals know !) 

Mounting the ſummit of my wiſh, 
profoundly plung'd in woe ? 
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I rarely plann'd, but cauſe I found 
my plan's defeat to bleſs ; 

Oft I lamented an event; 
it turn'd to my ſucceſs : 


By ſharpen'd. appetite to give 
to pood intenſe delight, 
Through dark and deep perplexitics 
he led ine to the right. 


And is not this the gloomy path, 
which you are treading now ? 
The path moſt gloomy leads to light, 
when our proud paſſions bow: 


When lab'ring under fancy'd ill, 
my ſpirits to ſuſtain, 

He kindly cur'd with ſovereign draughts 
of unimagin'd pain : 


Pain'd /enſe from fancy's tyranny 
alone can ſet us free, 

A thouſand mileries we feel, 
*tiil ſunk in miſery, 


Cloy'd with a glut of all we wiſh, 
our with we reliſh leſs ; 
Succeſs, a ſort of ſuicide, 
is ruin'd by ſucceſs. 


Sometimes he led me near to death, 
and pointing to the grave, 
Bid terror whiſper kind advice, 
and taught the tomb to fave, 
4 & 
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To raiſe my thoughts beyond where worlds 
as ſpangles o'er us ſhine, | 

One day he gave, and bid the next 
my ſoul's delight reſign. 


We to ourſelves, but through the means 
of mirrors, aie unkvown ; 

In this my fate can you deſery 
no features of your own ? 


Ard if you can, let that excuſe 
the ſe ſelf· recording lines; 

A rccord, modeſty for bids, 
or to ſmall bound confines, 


In grief why deep ingulph'd ? You ſee 
you ſuffer nothing rare; 

Uncommon prief for common fate? 
that wiſdom cannot bear. 


When ſtreams flow backward to their ſource, 
and humbled flames deſcend, 
And n:ountains wing'd ſhall fly aloft, 
then human ſorrows end; 


But human prudence too muſt ceaſe, 
when ſorrows domiveer, 

When fortitude has loſt its fire, 
and freezes into fear: 


The pang moſt poignant of my life 
now heightens my delight ; 

I ſee a fair creation riſe 
from chaos, and old night. 
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From what ſeem d horror, and deſpair, 
the richeſt harveſt roſe; 

And gave me in the nod divine 
an abſolute repoſe. | 


Of all the blunders of mankind, 
more groſs, or frequent, none, 
Than in their grief and joy miſplac'd, 
eternally are ſhown, 


But whither points all this parade? 
it ſays, thit near you lies 

A book, perhaps, yet unperus'd, 
which you ſhould preatly prize : 


Of /f peruſal, ſcience rare! 
few know the mighty gain; 
Learn'd prelates, /e/f-unread, may read 
their bibles o'er in vain: 


Self-know!ezge, which from heav'n i: ſelf 
(ſo ſages tell us) came, 

What is it, but a daughter fair 
of my maternal theme? 


Unletter'd, and untravel'd men 
an oracle might find, | 
Would they conſult their own: contents, 
the Delphos of the mind. 


Enter your boſom, there you'll find 
a revelation new, 
A revelation perſonal, 


which gone can read but you ; 
Fr 3 
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Ibere will you clearly read reveal'd 
in your enligtten'd thought, 

By meicies manifold, through life, 
to freſh remembrance brought, 


A mighty being! and in him 
2 complicated f. end, 

J. fati.er, brother, ſpouſe; no dread 
of death, divorce, or end: 


Who ſuch a matchleis friend embrace, 
and lodge bim in their heart, 

Fa well, trom agonies exempt, 
with other friends may part : 


As when o'erloaded branches bear 
large cluſters big with wine, 

We icarce regret one falling leaf 
from the luxwmiant vine. 


My ſhort advice to you may found 
obſcure, or ſome what odd, 

Tho” 'tis the beſt that man can pire, 
«« Ev'n be content with Gop.” 


T bro? love he gave you the deceas'd, 
thro' greater took him hence; 
This reaſon fully could evince, 
tho' murmur'd at by ſenſe. 


This friend far paſt the kindeſt kind, 
is paſt the greateſt great; 

Ais greatneſs let me touch in points 
not foreign to your ſtate ; 
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His eye, this initant, reads your heart; 
a truth leſs obvious hear; 
This inſtant its moſt ſecret thoughts 
ate ſounding in his ear: 


Diſpute you this? O! ſtand in awe, 
and ceaſe your forrow ; know, 
That tear now trickling down, he (aw 

ten thouſand years ago: 


nd twice ten thouſand hence, if you 
your temper reconcile 

To reaſon's bound, will he behold 
your prudence with a ſmile ; 


A ſmile which thro” eternity 
diffuſes ſo bright rays, 
The dimmelt deifies ev'n guilt, 
if guilt, at laſt, obeys: 


Your guilt (for guilt it is to mourn, 
when ſuch a fov'reign reigns) 
Your guilt diminiſh ; peace pui ſue; 
how glorious peace in pains! 


Here, then, your ſorrows ceaſe ; if not, 
think how unhappy they, 

Who guilt encreaſe by ſtreaming tears, 
w hich guilt ſhould waſh away; 


Of tears that guſh profuſe reſtrain ; 
wheuce burit thoſe diſmal fights ? 
They from the throbbing breaſt of one 
(tiravpe truth!) moit happy riſe ; 
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Not angels (bear it, and exult !) 
enjoy a larger ſhare 

Than is indulg'd to you, and yours, 
of God's impartial care; 


Anxious for each, as if on each 
his care for all was thrown ; 
For all his care as abſolute, 
as all had been but one. 


And is he then ſo near! fo kind !—— 
how little then, and great, 

That riddle, man? O! let me gaze 
at wonders in his fate; 


His fate, who yeſterday did crawl 
a worm from darkneſs deep, 

And ſhall, with brother-worms, beneath 
a turf, to morrow ſleep ; 


How mean !—and yet if well obey'd, 
his mghty maller's call, 

The whole creation for mean man 
is deem'd a boon too {mal} : 


Too ſmall the whole creation deem'd 
for emmets in the duſt ! 

Account amazing! yet moſt true ; 
my ſong is bold, yet juſt : 


Man born for infinite, in whom 
no period can deſtroy 

The pow'r in exquiſite extremes, 
to ſuffer, or exj oy. 
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Give him earth's empire (if no more) 
he's beggar'd, and undone! 

Impriſon'd in unbounded ſpace 
benighted by the ſun! 


For what the ſun's meridian blaze 
to the moſt feeble ray 

Which glimmers from the diſtant dawn 
of uncreated day ? 


Tis not the poet's rapture feign'd 
ſaells here, the vain to pleaſe; 

The mind moſ! ſober kindles moſt 
at truths ſublime as theſe; 


They warm ev'n me.—I dare not ſar, 
divine ambition ſtrove 

Not to bleſs only, but confound, 
nay fright us with its love; 


And yet fo frightful what, or kind, 
as that the rer dig rock, 

The dart: n'd ſun and riſing dead, 
lo formidably ſpoke ? 


And are we darker than that ſun? 
than rocks more hard, and blind? 

We are;—if not to ſuch a Gop 
in agonies reſign'd. 


Yes even in agonies forbear 
to doubt almighty love; 

\Whate'er endears eternity, 
is mercy from above ; 
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What moſt imbitters time, that moſt 
eternity endears, 

And thus by plunging in diſtreſs, 
exalts us to the ſpheres; 


Joy's fountain-head ! where bliſs o'er bliſs,. 
o'er wonders wonders riſe, 

And an omnipotence prepares 
its banquet for the wiſe : 


Ambroſial banquet ! rich in wines 
nectareous to the ſoul 

What tranſports ſpa:kie from the ſtream, 
as angels fill the bowl ? 


Fountain profuſe of ev'ry bliſs ! 
good will immenſe prevails ; 
Man's line can't fathom its profound; 
an angel's plummet fails. 


Thy love and might, by what they know, 
who judge, nor dream of more; 
They aſk a drop, how deep the ſea ? 
one ſand, how wide the ſhore ? 


Of thy exuberant good will, 
offended Deity ! 

The thouſandth part who compreheads, 
a deity is he. 


How youder ample azure field 
with radiant worlds is ſown? 

How tubes aſtoniſh us with thaſe 
more deep in Ether thrown? 


And thoſe beyond of brighter worlds 
why not a million more? 

In lieu ot anſwer, let us all 
fall proſtrate and adore. 


Since thou art infimie in pow'r, 
nor thy indulgence leſs ; 


Since man quite impotent, and blind, 
oft dro; s into diſtreſs; 


Say, what is Reſ:gnation ? Tis 
man's weakneſs underſtood ; 
And wiſdom graſping, with an hand 

far ſtronger every good. 


Let laſh repiners ſtand app al'd, 
in thee vi date not truſt ; 
Whole abject fouls, like demons dark, 
are murm ring in the dult : 


For man to murmur or repine 
at what by thee is done, 

No leſs abſurd than to complain 
of darknels in the ſun. 


Who would not, with an heart at caſe, 


bright eye, unclouded brow, 
Wiſdurr aud goodneſs at the helm, 
the rougheſt ocean plough:? 


What, tho' I'm ſwallow'd in the deep ? 


tho' mountains o'er me roar ? 
Fehovah reipns! as Jonah ſafe 
I'm landed, and adore : 
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Thy will is welcome, let it wear 
its moſt tremendous form ; 

Roar waves! rage winds! I know, that thou 
canſt ſave me 5j a ſtorm, 


From thee immortal ſpirits born, 
to thee, their fountain. flow, 

If wiſe ; as curl'd around to theirs 
meand'ring ſtreams below : 


Not leſs compell'd by reaſon's call, 
to thee our ſouls aſpire, 

Than to thy ſkies, by nature's law, 
high mounts material fire; 


To thee aſpiring they exult ; 
I feel my ſpirits riſe, 
I feel myſelf thy ſon, and pant 
for patrimonial ſkies ; 


Since ardent thirſt of future good, 
and gen'rous ſenſe of paſt, 

To thee man's prudence ſtrongly ties, 
and binds afediicn falt ; 


Since great thy love, and great our want, 
and men the wiſeſt bliud. 

And bleis our aim; pronounce us all 
diſtracted, or refign'd ; 


Reſign'd thro' duty, int'reſt, ſhame ; 

deep ſhame ! dare I complain, 
When (wond'rous truth !) in heav'n itſelf 
joy ow'd its birth to paia ? 
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And pain for me! for me was drain'd 
gall's overflowing bowl ; 

And ſhall one drop, to murmur bold 
provoke my guilty ſoul ? | 

If pardon'd this, what cauſe, what crime 
can indipnation raiſe ? 

The ſun was lighted up to ſhine, 
and man was born to praile : 

And when to praiſe the man ſhall ceaſe, 
or ſun to ſtrike the view; 

A cloud diſhonours both ; but man's 
the blacker of the two : 

For oh ! ingratitude how black ? 
with moſt protound amaze 

At love, which man belov'd o'erlooks, 
aſtoniſh'd angels gaze. 

Praiſe chears, and warms, like gen'rous wine; 
praiſe, more divine than pray'r : 

Pray'r points our ready path to heav'n ; 
praiſe is already there. 

Let plauſive reſignation riſe, 
and baniſh all complaint; 

All virtues througing 1 :to one, 
it fiaiſhes the ſaint ; 

Makes the man bleſs' d. as man can be; 
lite's labours renders light ; 

Darts beans thro” fate's incumbent gloom, 
and lights our ſun by night: 

Tis nature's brighteſt ornament, 
the richeſt gift of grace, 

Rival of angels, and ſupreme 
proprietor of peace ; 
Vo I. I. Ge 
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Nay, peace beyond, no ſmall degree 
of rapture "twill impart; 

Know, madam ! “ when your heart's in heav'n, 
6 all heav'n is in your heart.” 

But who to heav'n their hearts can raiſe ? 
deny'd divine ſupport, 

All virtue dies; ſupport dix ine 
the wiſe with ardor court : 

When pray'r partakes the /eraph's fire, 
*tis mounted on his wing, 

Burſts thro' heav'n's cryſtal gates, and gain- 
ſure audience of its king, 

The lab'ring ſoul from ſore diſtreſs 
that bleſs'd expedient frees : 

I ſee you far advarc'd in peace; 
I ſee you on your knees : 

How on that poſture has the beam 
divine for ever ſhone? 

And humble heart, Gop's “ other ſeat 
the rival of his throne. 

And ſtoops Omnipotence fo low? 
and condeſcends to dwell 

Eternity's inhabitant, 
well-pleas'd, in ſuch a cell ? 

Such honour how ſhall we repay ? 
how treat our gueſt divine 


The ſacrifice ſupreme be lain! 
let /e/f-wil/ die: reſign. 

Thus far, at large, on our di/za/e ; 
now, let the cau/e be ſhown, 

Whence riſes, and will ever riſe, 
the diſmal human groan : 


* Iſaiah lvii. 45. 
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What our ſole fountain of diſtreſs? 
ſtrong paſſion of this ſcene; 

That trifles makes important, things 
of mighty moment mean: 

When earth's dark maxims poiſon ſhed 
on our polluted ſouls, 

Our hearts and int'reſts fly as far 
aſunder, as the poles ; 

Like princes in a cottage nurs'd, 
unknown their royal race, 

With abje® aims, and fordid joys, 
our grandeur we diſgrace. 

O! for an Archimid:s new, 
of meral pow'rs poſlc(s'd 

The world to move, and quite expel 
that traitor from the breaſt. 

No ſmall advantage may be.reap'd 
from thought whence we deſcend ; 

From weighing well, and priziag weigh'd 
our origin and end: 

From far above the glorious ſun 
to this dim ſcene we came : 

And may, if wiſe, for ever baſk 
in great Jehovah's beam: 

Let that bright beam on reaſun rouz'd 
in awful luſtre riſe, 

Earth's giant-ills are dwarf'd at once, 
and all diſquiet dies: 

Earth's glories too their ſplendor loſe, 
thoſe phantoms charm no more; 

Empire's a feather for a fool, 
and Indian mines are poor: 
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Then levell'd quite, whilſt yet alive, 
the monarch and his ſlave; 
Nor wait unlighten'd minds to leain 
that leſſon from the grave: 
A George the third would then be low 
as Lewi in renown, 
Could he not boaſt of glory more 
than ſparkles from a crown, 
When human glory riſes high 
as human glory can; 
When, though the king is truly great, 
ſtill greater is the man: 
The man is dead, where virtue fails, 
and though tte monarch proud 
In prandeur ſhines, his gorgeous robe 
is but a gandy /hreud. 
Wiſdom ! where art thou? none on earth, 
though gra ſping wealth, fame, pow'r, 
Put what, O death! through thy approach, 
is u iſer every hour; 
Approach how ſ«ift ! how unconfin'd! 
worms fea{t on viands rare, 
Thoſe little epicures have kings 
to grace their bill of fare: 
From kings what Ke ſignation due 
to that Almighty will, 
Which thrones beſtows, and when they fail, 
can throne them higher ſtil ? 
W ho truly great? the good, and brave, 
the maſters of a mind 
The will divice to ds reſolv d, 
to Her it reſign'd. 
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Madam ! if that may pive it weight, 
the trifle you receive 

Is dated from a ſolemn ſcene, 
the border of the grave ; 

Where ſtrongly ſtrikes the trembling ſoul 
eternily's dread pow'r, 

As burſting on it through the thin 
partition of an hour. 

Hear this, 1'— faire / but this from me, 
runs hazard of your frown ; 

However ſpare it ; ere you die 
ſuch thoaghts will be your own: 

In mercy to yourſe:t forbear 
my notions to chaſtiſe, 

Leſt una wares the yay }'—taire 
ſhould blame faire the wile : 

Fame's tiunpet rattling in your ear, 
now makes us diſagree ; 

When a ſar louder trumpet Hunds, 
V—taire will eloſe with me. 

How ſhocking is that modeſty, 
which keeps ſo ne honett men 

From urging what their hearts ſuggeſt, 
when brav'd by tolly's pen, 

Aſſaulting trths, of which in all 
is ſo vn the ſacred ſced! 

Our conſtitution's orthodox, 
and cloſes with our crecd: 

What then aic they, whoſe proud congeits, 
ſuperior wiſdo n boalt ? 

Wretches, who fight their own belief, 
and labour to be loſt, 
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254 RESIGNATION. Paxrll. 
Tho? vice, by no ſuperior joys 
her heroes keeps in pay; 
Thro' pure difintereſted love 
of ruin they obey ; 
Strict their devotion to the wrong, 
tho' temp:ed by no prize 
Hard their commandments, and their crec1 
a magazine of lies, 
From farcy's forge : gay farcy ſmiles 
at reaſon plain, and coal; 
Fancy, whole curious trade it is 
to make the fineſt fool. 
i/”—taire ! long life's the greateſt cui ſe 
that mortals can receive, 
When they imagine the chief end 
of living is to live ; 
Quite thoughtleſs of their day of death, 
that birth-day of their ſorrow ; 
knowing, it may be diſtant far, 
nor cruſh them till —to-morrow. 
Theſe are cold, northern thoughts, conceiv'd 
beneath an bumble cot; 
Not mine your genius. or your ſtate, u 
no * caſtle is my lot : 
But ſoon, quite level ſhall we ly; 
and what pride molt bemoans, 
Our parts, in rank ſo diſtant now, 
as level as our bones. 
Hear you that ſound ? alarming ſound !: 
prepare to meet your. fate ! 
One, who writes Vie to our works, 
ie knocking at the gate: 
Letter to lord Jyaleton 
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Far other works will ſoon be weigh'd; 
far other judges ſit ; 

Far other crowns be loſt, or won, 
than fire ambitious wit : 

Their wit far brighteſt will be prov'd, 
who ſunk it in good ſen/c ; 

And veneration molt profound 
of dread Omnipotence. 

'Tis that alone 47/0045 the pate 
of bet eternity; 

O! may'ſt thou never, never lol. 
that more than * golden &:y, 

Whate'er may ſeem too rough, excuſe ; 
your good | have at heart: 

Since from my ſoul 1 wich you well, 
as yet we mult not part: 

Shall you and l, in love with life, 
life's future ſchemes contrive, 

The world in wonder uot unjuit, 
that we are (till alive ? 

W hat have we lett ? how mean in man 
a ſhadow's ſhade to crave ? 
hen life, ſo vain ! is vainer ſtill, 

tis time to take our leave: 
Happier, than happieſt life, his death, 

who falling in the field 
Of conflict with his rebel will, 

writes V ICI on his lhield; 
So falling man, immortal heir 

of an eternal prize; 
Undaunted at the gloomy grave, 

de ſcends into the ſkies. 

* Alluding to Praſſia. 
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O! how diſorder'd our machine, 
when contradictions mix? 

When nature ſtrikes no leſs than twelve, 
and folly points at fix ? 

To mend the movement, of your heart, 
how great is my delight? 

Gently to wind your morals up, 
and ſet your hand aright ? 


That hand, which fpread your wiſdom wide 
to poifon diſtant ands: 
Repent, recant.; the tainted age 
your antidote demands. 
To Satan dreadfully reſign'd 
whole herds ruſh down the ſteep 
Of folly, by lewd wits poſſe/7'd, 
and periſh in the deep. 
Men's praiſe your vanity purſues ; 
tis well, purſue it ſtill ; 
But let it be of men deceas'd, 
and you'll refign the will; 
And how ſuperior they to thoſe 
at whoſe applauſe you aim, 
How very far ſuperior they 
in number, and in name ? 
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HUS have I written, when to write 
no mortal ſhould preſume ; 

Or only write, what none can blame, 
Hic jacet—for his tomb: 

The Public frowns, and cenſures loud 
my puerile employ ; 

Though juſt the cenſure, if you ſmile, 
the ſcandal I enjoy ; 

But ſing no more—no more I ſing, 
or reaſſume the lyre, 

Unleſs vouchſaf'd an humble part 
where Raphael leads the choir : 

WV hat myriads ſwell the concert loud? 
their golden harps reſound 

High as the footſtool of the throne, 
and deep, as hell profound ; 

Hell (horrid contraſt!) chord, and ſong 
of raptur'd angels drowns 

In ſe{f-wil!'s peal of blaſpbemies, 
and hideous burſt of groans ; 

But drowns thein not to me; I hear 
harmonious thunde:> roll 

(In language low of men to ſpeak) 
from echoing pole to pole 

Whylſt this grand chorus ſhakes the ſkies— 
% above, beneath the ſun, 

« Thro' boundleſs age, by men, by gods, 
*« 7chuvah's will be done.“ 

Tis done in heav'n ; whence headlong hurT'd 
/elf-will, with Satan, fell: 

And muſt from earth be baniſh'd too, 
or earth's another hell: 


358 POSTSCRIPT. 
Madam! ef vill inflits your pains ; 
ſelf-will”s the deadly foe 
Which deepens all the diſmal ſhades, 
and points the ſhafts of woe : 
Your debt to nature fully paid, 
pow virtue claims her due; 
But virtue's cauſe I need not plead, 
"tis ſafe ; I write to you: 
You know, that virtue's baſis lye: 
in ever judping right ; 
And wiping error's clouds away, 
which dim the mental ſight, 
Why mourn the dead ? you wrong the grave, 
from ſtorm that ſaft reſort ; 
Ve are ſtill toſſing out at ſea, 
our admiral in port. 
Was death deny'd, this world a ſcene 
how diſmal, and forlorn ? 
To death we owe, that tis to man 
a bleſſing to be bo n; 
When every other bleſſing fails, 
or ſapp'd by flow decay, 
Or ſtorm'd by ſudden blaſts of fate, 
is ſwiftly whirl'd away; 
How happy ! that no ſtorm, or time, 
of death can rob the juſt i | 
None pluck from their unaching heads 
ſoft pillows in the duſt? 
Well-pleas'd to bear heav'n's darkeſt frown, 
your utmoſt pow'r employ ;_ 
Tis noble chymiſtry to tun 
neceſſity to joy. 
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Whate'er the colour of my fate, 
my fate ſhall be my choice: 
Determin'd am I, whilſt I breathe, 

to praiſe and to rejoice ; 
What ample cauſe ? triumphant hope! 
O rich eternity! 
I tart not at a world in flames, 
charm'd with one ꝑlimpſe of thee; 
And thou! its great inhabitant ! 
how glorious doſt thou ſhine ? 
And dart thro' ſorrow, danger, death, 
a beam of joy divine ? 
The void of joy (with ſome concern 
the truth ſevere | tell) 
Is an impenitent in guilt, 
a fool or infidel. 
Weigh this, ye pupils of faire! 
from joy leſs murmur free; 
Or, let us know, which character 
ſhall crown you of the three. 
Reſton, reſign: this leſſon none 
too deeply can initill ; 
S: crown has been reſign'd by more, 
than have reſign'd the will; 
Tho' will r:ſign'd the meaneſt makes 
ſuperior in renown, 
And richei in celeſtial eyes, 
than He who wears a crown: 
Hence in the boſom cold of ape, 
it kindled a ſtrange aim 
To ſhine in ſong; and bid me boaſt 
the * grandeur of my theme; 
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But oh! how far preſumption falls 
its lofty theme below ? 

Our thoughts im life's December freeze, 
and numbers ceaſe to flow. 

Firſt ! greateſt ! beſt ! grant what I wrote 
for others. ne er may rife 

To brand the writer; thou alone 
canſt make our wiſdom wile ; 

And how unwiſc, how deep in guilt, 
how infamous the fault ? 


A teacher thron'd in pomp of words, 


&« in deed, beneath the taught? 


"Means moſt infallible to make a 0 


the world an infidel.; 
And, with inſtructions moſt divine, 
to pave a path to hell. 
O!] for a clean and ardent heart, 
O! for a ſoul on fire, 
Ty praiſe, begun on earth, to ſound 
where angels ſtring the /yre / 
How cold is man ? to him how hard 
(hard what moſt eaſy ſeems) GG 
« To ſet a juſt eſteem on that, 
i which yet he moſt eſteems. 
What ſhall we ſay, when boundleſs bliſs 
is offer d to mankind, 
And, to that offer, when a race 2 
of rationals is blind i 4 
Of human zature ne er too high | 
are our ideas wrought; . 2 
Of human merit ne er too low * 
depreſs d the daring thought. 
"The End of the FIRST VOLUME. 


